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Pry eeon TO MURS 3} 


TO 


HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


SIR; 


You are of an agé when the 
heart opens to the moft warm and generous 
impreffions ; an age, when all that gives 
worth and dignity to elevated rank, takes 
full poffeffion of the bofom. At. this 
bright and unprejudiced crifis of your life, 
the precepts of Omar and the practice of 


Hamet, as drawn by Hawkefworth, and _ 


‘dramatifed by the author of this tragedy, 
will win upon your attention; not indeed 
by the attraction of poetry, but by the 
natural reverence which unfpotted youth 
ever renders, and with delight, to faithful 

a repre- 


* 


. 


Tsien, 


reprefentations of wifdom and of virtue ; the 
wifdom of the ,patriot, the virtue of the 
prince. 

' That your Royal Highnefs may very 
long refed bleflings on the people of Eng- 
land, and prove a diftinguifhed honour to 
the illuftrious family who have that gene- 
rous people in charge, is the zealous prayer, 
as it is the moft empafiioned expecta-~ 


tion, of, 
~YOUR-ROYAL HIGHNESS’s 
Moft devoted, 


And moft dutiful fetvant, a 


THE AUTHOR, 


1594 8 pay Opn] aes Ns Ci oe 


‘HIS tragedy borrows its general fory, and 
fome of its incidents, with as much 

of its fentiment as could be preferved, from 
the very beautiful ‘* A/moran and -Hamet’ of 
Hawkefworth. Did not truth and juttice 
require fuch ackhowledgement, ‘it would have 
been unneceflary ;.for’ what can be» added 
to the fame of a work as known as_ uni- 
verfally celebrated? The original machinery 
has been reje&ed, becaufe it would have been 
too daring an attempt to interweave it with the 
fable of a modern compofition, and perhaps too 
mighty a taflk to manage without viclating the 
firft great law of dramatick probability, Never- 
thelefs it has been the authour’s endeavour, to 
<‘ convert the fententious difplay of eaftern wif- 
dom, as far as character would permit, into the 
language of paffion, varied by every motive which 
might affect the human mind in the moft warm 
and interefting fituations.” Thefe are the words 
of a critick, who feems fully to have pene-, 
trated the defien. ‘The lines with inverted com- 
mas were omitted in the reprefentation, to fa- 
your the rapidity of the action. They are re- 
: a2 tained 


= 
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tained in the printed copy, not more at the inftance 
of particular friends, than on general experience 
that thofe paflages which retard the force of the 
paffion on the theatre, are frequently. aa with 
fatisfaction in the clofet. 


The Play ftill continuing to be received 
on the ftage with the moft briltiant fuccefs, 
the author would but half difcharge the debt of 
equity were he to confefs obligations only to 
Hawkefworth. “The liberal, perhaps the unparal- 
leled fupport which:the managers have afforded 
by the dreffes and fcenery, the mitereine manner 
in which Mr. Linley has fet the Hppthalagsauin: 
the tafte of Mr. De Loutherberg, and the fplendour 
which the performers have cheno over ‘the cha- 
racters by their EXCELLENT reprefentation, demand 
and receive the moft warm and pointed expreffions 
of gratitude. There,remains-but one tribute of 
juftice, more, sdndOrbars iso dueto"Mr. Sh ieridan, 
whofe attention’ has"béén friendfhip, and whofe 
affiftance’ mutt always be fame. 


, 


PROLOGUE 


P RYO GOO Gav £E 
BY. A FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr. BANNISTER, Fun, 


ITH trembling fleps, as if /u/picious grown, 
Why doth the tragic mufe approach her throne? 
Her golden throne, where once with grace divine, 
The goddefs fat, ‘* /upreme of all the nine,” 
Turns her fair palace to the feftive bower, 
Where jeft and fport ufurp her nobler power? 
Loft is each lovelier feeling that imparts 
To der-the fovereign rule o’er Britifh hearts ? 
Sunk the pure tafte which once fecur’d her fway, 
Or wanes that virtue which admir’d her lay? 
Vain fears! A generous race aflembled here, 
Sull pay to grief compaffion’s foftelt tear; 
Still pay the heart-felt figh which Britons owe 
To nature’s feelings, and to nature’s woe, 
When jealous fiends Ozhello’s heart-ftrings tear, © 
When guilty Richard groans with dire defpair 5, ~~ 
When injur’d Zear, with tort’ring anguifh wild, 
Pours the deep curfe on each angrateful child; 
When plaintiff notes {peak poor Ophelia’s woes, 
Or love in Fuliee’s tender bofom glows; 
The gliflening eye, the trembling lip proclaim 
Nature and virtue here are flill the fame. 
In fcepter’d ftate affition’s foothing ftrain 
Still in your bofoms fix their ftedfaft reign— 
Bleft feat of empire! Where th’ affections wait, . 
To fhield the mourner from the fhocks of fate— 
Where the beft paffions with allegiance fair, 
For fuff’ring worth the healing balms prepare ; 
Nor ever fhall your hearts fuch rights forego ; 
What focial forrow afks, thefe hearts fhall fill beftow ! 
No longer then opprefs’d with anxious fear, 
The mufe fhall reasume her ftation here— 
Shall court each virtue that’s a nation’s pride, 
And gain the nobler paflions to her fide.—— % 
¢ 3 
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If, in the tenour-of her- penfive lay, 
In nature’s path, ro nicut fhe holds her way 5 
If the excites the fympathifing mind; 
‘To generous acts, the glory of our kind! — 
‘This dread * tribunal; {hall fufpend its zeal, 
Spurn its proud office, and grow proud.to feel : 
This radiant + circle too ‘her hopes approve, 
And grace the triumph of the wwe they love ! 


The following prologue, from an honour-giving mufe, of 
which it is truly worthy, did not arrive till after Mr. 
Bannifter was put in guleficn of the excellent poetry which 
precedes it’; and which another ingenious friend had been 
follicited to fupply.. The author of the tragedy, hawever , 
thinks Mifs Seward’s compofition too valuable to. circulate 
onlyin manufcript. Indeed, to keep fuch verfes.out of print, 
would not only be a private injury. to the piece ( which they 
will adorn) but an unpardonable injuftice tothe public. 


Po REO T2208 GW oR 
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LOW from an ebon throne’s majeltic height, 
-A lovely form defcends upon my fight! 
The floating purple, and the lofty mien 
Proclaim the empre/s of the tragic /cene, 
Divine Melpomene!—Agegriev'd fhe flands, 
Her tears fait falling on her folded hands. 
The fhow’sy cloud thus dims the azure fkies, - 
Thus round the moon the mifty halos rife, 

Why, beanteous mourner, ere the hour of woe, 
Throb thofe quick fighs, thofe cryftal ferrows flow? 
Thy Fair Circaffian yet no griefs moleft, 

Nor love, nor fear affail her virgin breaft! 

But foft!—the mufe of anauihh fadly fpeaks ! 

Faint on my ear the murm’ring accent breaks ; 
ta i Low 
* To the Pit, + To the Boxes. 


PR Omi Omo.U. EF. 


Low hollow gales its mournful founds convey, 
And thus the goddefs fays—or feems to fay: 
«* Can then the tender female bofom prove 
‘© A keener pang than difappointed love? 
** Ah me!—For light Thalia more than fhares 
‘¢ My darling Sheridan’s too partial cares : 
«© On her vain brows his lavifh wreaths are thrown, 
‘© His thoufand radiant gems emblaze her zone! 
«© What tho’ fhe gave to his fapreme command 
** Each laughing grace that waits her potent wand, 
«¢ Yet with fublimer force my chemic-fire, 
“© ‘With protd ‘diftintion deck’d his Yacred lyre;’ * 
“« To pureft gold its warbling wires.I tura’d, . 
‘© When their {weet lays o’er lifelefs Garrick mourn’d. 
“And once he fung in { elevated ftrain 
“¢.My charms fuperior, amd. my right to reign; 
‘* Then, with the majelty my. impale: one 
<< Tn chaften’d fplendor round the BORK, s brows, 
' <6 He bade the tears that ftream’d o’er, Afia’s queen, 
“© Flow foft in rea/ forrow’s lonely fcéne. — 
*¢ But foon he /mil’d thofe graceful tears away, 
«¢ And faithlefs own’d my frolic riwa/’s {way. 
‘s Perchance, howe’er, the jocund pride of youth 
** Alone has warp’d from me his love and truth; 
«© Ere long the rover may again be mine, 
‘* And with his blooming Jaurels deck my fhrine! 
*¢ This night no vulgar hand the meed beftows, 
** That now for-me in prittine beauty glows.— 
** Oh! may the foft’ring breath of publte praife 
*¢ Preferve from cruel blight the votive bays!” 
I hear no more—For, with a penfive {mile, 
Slow glides the mufe down yonder winding ifle! 
May yous ye brave and wife, ye good and fair, 
Fulfil with fuitrage kind her fervent pray’r! 
And fince no force of wit and comic art 
Can fhut to pity’s plaint the Britifh heart, 
We hope your juit applaufe may blefs our bard, 
His firlt ambit.on, and his bright reward. 


* Parody on a beautiful line in Mg. Sheridan’s monody. 
+ See Epilosue to Semiramis, 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


ALMORAN «— = - Mr. PALMER. 


HAMET =~. ew - Mr. SMITH. 
OMAR ~ “ EB Mr. BEnsLeY. 
ALI ~ - " Mr. Packer. 
CALED ~ - Mr. Farren. 
OSMYN «eye - Mp, R. Parmer. 
PRINCIPAL IMAN - Mr. WRIGHTEN.« 
ALMEIDA - Ps Miss Farren. 
CRISAN THE “« - Miss Simpson. 


ASIATIC AMBASSADORS, GUARDS, EUNUCHS, MUTES, 
&e. 


SCENE PERSI4. 


FAIR CIRCASSIAN. ° 


a Pane Ady Ee 


PAM 77: 


SMC E NE i 


JA BEAUTIFUL GARDEN IN THE ORIENTAL TASTE, WITH 
SEVERAL RICH PAVILIONS, AND A SIDE VIEW OF A 
MAGNIFICENT PALACE ADJOINING. THE ROYAL 
APARTMENTS OPEN INTO THE GARDEN THROUGH 
A SPLENDID: PORTICO. © 


SoC No a | ) 
ALI, CALED. 


A 7. 
ALED, behold once more our Perfian court | 
A From twice fix moons of mourning for the king, 
Great Solyman emerge, bright as yon fun, 
From the furrounding fhades of fable night— 
That gorgeous palace re-aflumes its luftre, 
And thefe pavilions once more breathe around 
The foul of eaftern fragrance. 


B CALED, 


2 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 


CAPE D? 

Ali, yes ; 
Hither advance from Afia’s vaffal fhores, 
Ambafladors, high fraught with lufcious burthens, 
Till Perfia blooms in flattery : Late they came 
With folemn homage to condole; and now, 
Heaping their lavifh incenfe on our fhrines, 
Congratulation wreathes the ready fmilé. 
The fcene is fair, my friend ; but foon again 
Shall each proud bloffom of the realm be wither’d. 


ysl ba 
Thou think’ft that Solyman hath ill bequeath’d 
‘The crown between his fons. 


C AL, ED. 
Hath ill bequeath’d ! 
To bind the warring elements, to fix 
In clofeft league th’ extremes of froft and fire, 
And every oppofite in nature force 


Into reluctant union.——Such, my friend, 
Such is the will of Solyman, 
73 \o) Bid 
The king 


Was {carce entousb? d,-ere brooding pearls . 

Broke forth.—Remember’ft thou the hour 

When Omar, with the lords of {tate around, 

The will firft gave to Almoran? Ye heavens f 

‘How proud the triumph, while with fubje@ zeal,. 

Unconfcious of his fortune Hamet bow’d. 

And, oh, what deep abafement follow’d fwift 

Upon the elder king'as Omar drew 

From the concealing robe another feroll, 

That nam’d young Hamet partner of the throne ! 
CATED. 

Prepofterous diftribution ! thus to leave 

A fplendid fource of endlefs difcontent. 


\ 


ALL 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 3 


ALT. 
And this in fpite of Omar’s bearded wifdom. 


CALED. 


Omar the faze, to whom the feal of Solyman, 
In royal confidence was ftill reveal’d. 

Omar, who trims the lonely lamp of wifdom, 
When half the lazy globe is wrapt in flumber. 
Omar, the prince’s guardian, matter, oracle ; 
The proud philofopher, the feer profound ; 
That 4e fhould thus difpofe the dotard’s {ceptre, 
And get the ftart of men like thee, my Ali. 


ALI. 


Alv’s holy funttion ftill proteéts him — 

Fom ev’ry rebel murmur of ambition. 
CALED. 

Ali, ’tis falfe—I know thy temper better. 

Like fome repining fpirit here thou walk’ft, © 

And yon thrice blefled orb hath witnefs’d oft, 

Thy foul’s deep figh at Omar’s better fortune. 

Here doft thou dwindle in the train of courtiers, 

At once déem’d inoffenfive, unimportant, 

A mitr’d flave of Hamet’s royal houfchold, 

While Omar 


Feld, 
Rules half the Perfian empire ; 
Dire€ts, profcribes, and governs uncentroul’d. 
CALED. 
Ali, meantime, with tame dominion, fways 
A band of humble Imans, poor and proftrate ; 
Or bids the peafant tremble at the altar, 
As fuperftition points the labour’d omen. 
O vain pre-eminence of pageant priefthood, 
Compar’d with feats fublime, that Ali’s fou] 
~ Is yet, I truft the fates, decreed to fill, 


ae: ALI. 


‘ THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


ALT. 
Forbear, my friend—-O Caled, tempt no more 5 
Wake not the fatal fame I long have fmother’d : 
Already have thy ftrong fuggeftions led 
My feet aftray—Ev’n now, againft command 
Of him I feryve, of Hamet, and 
CALE D. 


Of Omar,. 

ALI. 
Well then, of Omar—fince it muft be fo, 
Have I contriv’d that Almoran fhould view 
"Fhat hidden treafure of the love-fick king, 
‘That fair Circaflian— 

CAL ED. 

Thou haft, I own it— 
There, there, my friend, fprings up another caufe 
Of rivalry and vengeance. 

ALI. 

Vengeance ! 
CALED. 

Away with counterfeitings, fore’d difguifes— 
I’ve read thy heart. Converfe we then like men 
‘That know each other’s bias. Ali, my friend, 
My reverend friend, we both are wrong’d and outrag’d ¢ 
Me, Hamet, by his minifter, hath thruft 
From that rich fun-fhine where fo long I bafk’d 
In the broad ray of Hamet’s royal Pijfenes 
Tuy ftate is tottering too—infulted prieft | 
Head of thy tribe no longer then. the glance 
Of Omar {hall difmifs thee deep dapeadede 
Now, if no falfe concealments, wayward fcruples—« 

ALT, 
*T were beft confer apart—~’tis near the hour 
When the Circaffian lady— 

CALED. 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 5 
CALED. 


See fhe comes. 
With fpeed retire— 
ALI. 
Should Hamet or fhould Omar~ 
CALED (gaing.) 
Short be their fway.— 
ALI (going.} 
Much haft thou mov’d me, Caled. 
CALLED. 
Much are we wrong’d. 
ALI. 
This way are we fecure. [Lxeurte 


Sees be ae gekie Ls 


ALMEIDA, CRISANTHE. 


ALMEIDA. 
Yes, my Crifanthe, I confefs it all, 
Confefs that Lam happy: Still remembrance 
Steals o’er my con{cious heart her fweet ideas, 
And in foft vifion charms Almeida’s bofom, 


CRISANTHE., 
And Hamet well deferves— 


ALMEIDA. 


' Deferves, Crifanthe ! 
Not all the Javifh luxury of praife © 
By Imans offer’d at the holy altars ; 
Not the rich tides of eloquence that roll 
Upon the poet’s tongue, by every mufe, 
And every god infpir’d, to grace the fong, 
Can pay juft tribute to the foul of Hamet : 
f Tis 


6 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN: 


‘Tis not my friend the bufy breath of rumour 
‘That pours the doubtful hint into the ear, 
The dazzling fceptre, the effulgent robe, 
Nor yet the vollied burft of public fame 
Which ftamps true fplendor on the hearts of kings. 
Array’d in ALL thefe trappings they may beat 
Lefs fair, lefs friendly to the rights of man, 
And fill a fmaller fpace in nature’s circle 
‘Than the poor peafant toiling at the car, 
Monarch of many a private, u/eful virtue, 
Without the power, the dangerous power, to prove 
A tyrant—o’er the reft of humankind. 
: CRISANTHE. 

Bat ev’n th’ untutor’d clown delighted talks 
Of Hamet’s princely virtues. 

ALMEIDA. 
_ Oh, he does ! 

Each hind may fee the royal foul expand 
Like fome etherial light fupplying fire, 
That feeds unnumber’d ftars with conftant rays : 
But, oh Crifanthe, never can he fee 
The foft enchantments of the tender heart, 
Friendthip’s divine effufion, love’s pure flame, 
Each grace of life retired.—T hefe fhine alone 
Like filent dews that fhed their balms unheard ; 
Like planets deep in heaven, that blefs unfeen 
‘The favour’d few that fhare the /acred hour. 


CRIS ANSE HE, 
‘The facred hour referv’d for fair Almeida: 
But fay, my gentle friend—for {till delay’ d 
The tale of SEEMS but yet in part— 
Did he not aét like fome fuperiour power 
When he with vent’rous arm ruth’d through the fames 
‘To fave thee from deftruction ? 


ALMEIDA, 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 4 


ALMEIDA. 
Like a god, 

My guardian god! Hear then, in full, the Rory. 
Midnight had hung the filent air in black, 
Not one bright ftar difplay’d it’s beamy brow, 
The wat’ry-bofom’d clouds were bent to.earth, 
When fwift the defolating light’ning’s flafh 
Spread the far-blazing ruin thro’ the palace, 
Sudden it ftruck my venerable fire: 
In vain I prefs’d him in thefe filial arms— 
‘He fell—In that tremendous moment 
Came my deliverer, my king, my Hamet, 
And refcu’d child and parent from the ‘ames. 


CR ISAN THE, 
Gracious Heaven ! 
ALM EI D A. Ai 
Soon as fled fenfe return’d,. j 
I faw the gentle, generous, kneeling king 
Bent in foft forrows o’er his Fe charge; 
And as the deep confufion ting’d my cheek 
With tender force he ftrain’d me to his heart; 
While good Abdallah; by his care protected, 
From all the hurry of the court repofes ; 
And ftill unable as the yeteran is 
To view the fun, or move from his pale couch 
He cheery laughs, thou know’ft, the hours away’ . 
Still Hamet or Almeida by his fide. 
CRISANTHE,. 
Behold the king—The royal lover comes. 
ALMEIDA, 
Ah, faithful fondnefs—leave us, gentle friend— 
Yet flay, Crifanthe—stay, atteft his kindnefs, 


6CENE 


3 ‘SHE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 
S). Coy 2h ee, 


HAMET, ALMEIDA, CRISANTHE,s 


HAMET. 
Dear, heavenly maid—thou treafure of my foul, 
How poor is language to the feeling heart ? 
Oh, let me thus fupply the want of words, 
‘Thus fpeak the tranfports of my wond rous fondnefs. 


ALMEIDA. 
How fhall Almeida mark her gratitude? 
[Offering to kneel, 
HAMET. 


Almeida rife: Oh do not thus o’erpay 
‘The common duties of a common man: 
‘To help the wretched is the debt of nature ; 
A debt, which every honeft mind fhou’d pay 
To all that wear the kindred forms of men. 
; ALMEIDA. 
Oh Bamet—Oh my king—if rifing blufhes— 
If thefe reveal not—the obedient fubjeQh— 
HAMET. 
Obedient fubje&! moft unkind Almeida; 
Rob not the great prerogative of virtue, 
‘The generous bofom knows no-vain fuperior 3 
And pitied be the wretch, or king, or fubje& 
Who at proud diftance holds the heart he loves. 
ALMEIDA. 
‘Thou haft fubdu’d—I can conceal no more; 
My humble ftation bade me long reftrain 
Affection for a prince, for Perfia’s king, 
But now— 
HAMET. 
Yes now receive, 
Now deign to fhare my love, my life, my throne. 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 9 


Oh, witnefs heav’n the glowing exultation, 
Witnefs the triumphs of this throbbing heart, 
As thus it owns Almeida for a queen. 
And yet my brother— 
ALMEIDA. 
What of him, my lord? 
HAMET. 
Oh, I have deubts— 
ALMEIDA. : 
Ha! doubts—have doubts my Jord ? 
HAMET. 
How fhall I fpeak, Almeida, to thy foftnefs ? 
How hope thy pardon for a tender fraud? 
By fome dire chance my brother knows our ftory, 
And, as in jeft, he tax’d me with concealment, 
Defir’d to view a fifter in Almeida. 
ALMEIDA. 
Where was the fault in this, or where the danger ? 
HAMET. 
At this, a fudden ficknefs feiz’d my heart ; ~ 
*’Ewas plain I lov’d—he piere’d the thin difguife, 
Enjoy’d my pain, and triumph’d in difcovery. 
a ALMEIDA. 
And what of that? Your feelings are too nice, 
Too delicately fine to bear the fhaft ; 
Which laughter ever levels at the lover, 
Spirits lefs lively meet the mirth with fmiles, 
And wit’s pert jeft falls pointlefs to the ground. 
HAMET. 
How little doft thou know the foul of Almoran, 
. That even blazes at the view of beauty ; 
How wou’d he catch foft fury from this hand, 
And drink large draughts of paflion from thofe eyes ? 
And then— 
C ALMEIDA. 


10 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


ALMEIDA. 

What then, my lord ? 
Haft thou no credit in Almeida’s faith ? 
Ungenerous prince ! the heart that rules this bofom 
Courts not the kingly crown, nor fplendid {ceptre. 
Had’tt thou been born the lowlieft of the poor, 
Still had I fought. alliance with thy virtues, 
Still had I fcorn’d variety of lovers, 

HAMET. 

I know it.all, dear maid I know it all ; 
Yet, Almoran— 

ALMEIDA. 

_ Can, Almoran forget 
The ties of nature, or the bonds of honour, 
The dear domeftic duties of the brother, 
‘The,awful virtues of the public ftation, 
The law which binds the monarch to the man ? 
Or if he could, and this ill-fated form 
Should chance to touch him with a tranfient paffion, 
‘What would avail the momentary liking ? 
Soon would his power o’erlook an Ratt maid, 
And gladly leave her to the partial Hamet. 
Or at the worft—fhould he purfue Almeida, 
Firm in the pure refolves of virtuous love... 
Ev'n I, the fubject daughter of Abdallah,! 
Bold in her virgin truth, would own her fondnefs, 
Affert the native freedom of the heart, 
Clafp her lov’d lord, and thus avow her paffion. 

HAMET. 
Oh, thoy dear maid—once more receive my thanks ; 
[embracing. 

Receive a willing heart that doats to death ! 
Forgive the delicate alarms of love: 
I have no doubts—my fickly fears are paft, 
I tread in zther and I breathe in heaven |! 
Y am—oh, all ye Powers—{ am moft bleft, 


ALMEIDA. 


a While fhe— 
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ALMEIDA. 
My lord, behold— 
+ [ Seeing ea and Caled at a diflance. 
HAME‘T,. 
*TiSAlmoran with Caled—hafte my love 
And fhield thy beauties from his dangerous gaze, 
In this pavilion—Soon he will be gone, 
Ah! quick retire, and e’er to-morrow’s dawn 
I‘ will prepare—by heav’n they’re here—away. 
[ Hamet conducts Almeida into a pavilion. 
C8 Nr es Vi. 
ALMORAN,'CALED. 
CALED. 
Yonder, my lord, he fteals. 
+ ALMORAN. 
But where the’lady ¢ 
CALED. bi 
Dread fire, I fee her not. 
ALMORAN, 
Didft thou not leave him with her? 
C AL.E-D; 
Hypocrify afift thy long tried favourite.  [afide. 
I left him loft in one foft dream of paffion, 
Invoking every power fantaftical 
To regifter his vows—then would he kneel, 


Her lovely hand embathe with figh-fick tears, 
And earneft prefs it to his betes bofom 5 5 


Go on. 


°c A thes ED. 
Repuls’d, his freedorit 
With a fweet fefittahetieeandi in foft coynefs 
Sported with refufal. i brs 
eld fos Ca.¢,., ALMORAN. 
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ALMORAN. 
Spoke they of me, 

Or ought fufpeéts my brother I have:feen her ? 

CA LED \ (looking.) 
Methought, my lord, I faw in yon pavillion 
A female robe that—yes, by heav’n ’tis fhe. [going upe 
Oh powers of heaven! behold, my lord, behold, 
See where fhe walks—what majefty of mein? [/oaking outs 
What native beauties in her artlefs air? 
Soft as the firft fair breeze that fans the fpring. 
What glories beam even from her downcatt eye ! 
While her diforder wales a new-born charm 
As the bloom ripens on, her rofy lips! 


; ALMORAN. 
At every glance more lovely than before ; 
Ne’er did each feature flame fo full to view, 
Caled, by heav’n her eye fhot funs, .out-blaz’d 
That fymbol of the God to which we bow. 


CAL ED. 
Well may the happy Hamet wifh to fcreen 
The fair reclufe from each obtrufive eye, 
And hide her from an elder brother’s gaze. 
Ah! heav’n preferve the. fultan of the world, 
My fovereign labours with fome fecret forrow; 
Oh, that the flave could aught adminifter - 
To his imperial matter ! 

ALMORAN. 
Ha! imperial 

Said’ft thou Caled ? that I were imperial ; [afides 
My pulfes fever at the glorious thought, 
Caled. 


CALED. 
My lord. 


ALMORAN, 
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ALMORAN, 

I will no more difguife—Caled—hither— 

Yet nearer—lov’ft thou thy fovereign matter ? 
I knew thou doft, I read it in thine eye, 

I'll truft thee—thou fhalt fhare a fecret, Caled, 
Denied to every vaffal but thyfelf. 


CA LED: 
Great ruler of the Eaft whofe boundlefs fway— [proftrates. 
ALMORAN. 
Rife and approach. Still clofer and attend— 
‘Thrice has the year renew’d the robes of fpring, 
Since from the circling crouds that guard the palace, 
An undiftinguifh’d multitude of flaves, 
“Thee I mark’d out for favour, bade thee meet 
‘The eye of Almoran without proftration, 
And rank’d thee next to Ofmyn. 
CALED. 
Next to Ofmyn. [afide. 
ALMORAN. 
In thy fettled look 
Firm and unaw’d, I faw the a aed foul 
That fuited well the fervant of a prince, 
Soon to be more—At length my father died, 
The throne I mounted—a divided throne. 


CALED (hneeling.) 
Effence of light and life, affift my prayer ; 
Angel of death, quick moulder in the duft 
The officious Omar’s bold and bufy hand, 
Which brought the will of Solyman to light, 
And thus curtail’d the rights of Almoran. 


ALMORAN. 
Since that moft wretched, moft difgraceful moment, 
Mark its return my foul—Since that curft hour 
No joy, no tranfport hath this bofom known ; 
Nor fhall thefe watchful, waking eyes e’er clofe, 
4 Ee 


\ 
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Her tafte again the balmy blifs of fleep, 
Till— 
CiAUL EDs: 
Every bar to empire, love, and glory, 
And each dire obftacle be fwept away.. 
ALMORAN. 
Thy fovereign’s foul is on thy lip—but how? 
How compa/s thefe great ends ? 
CA LED. 
~ Great ends require 
Means well proportion’d, and fuch means 
Are ever ready to the mind refolv’d. 
Honeft Ambition, in expedients fruitful, 
Still crouds a thoufand images at once 
Upon the forming brain—the dart—the bowl, 
The se banquet, and the midnight fabre. 
~~ ALMORAN., 
My boundlefs hopes are rufhing to a point. . - 
Deciare thy purpofe—Caled {peak direct. 
CALED. 
Dire& then thus—My fover’ign wou'd be king; 
Supreme, fole, undivided, fill the throne 
Without a weak affociate—be the fate 
Of fubje&t earth—The thought is great--and great 
Muft be the enterprize—nought lefs than— 
ALM O RANI yes 
What ! 
Cc AL E Di 
Death. | 


ALMORAN. 
Said’ thou Poi ogy eibe 
CAL ED. 
Murder. 
peas ae 
“Whofe? 
CALED. 
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CALED. 
What need of names? but ftill to be direct, 
The man that thwarts thee in the road to glory, 
That ftops thee midway in the bright career, 
And intercepts thy: radiance— 


ALMORAN, 
Ha! my brother! 
Murder! my very heart:turns from it. . No, 
One mother gave us being. We were twins. 
The bloomy days of youth were pafs’d together s 
He ever lov’d;me,, made this breaft his pillow, 
And wept upon it all his little forrows; 
Long, long ere love or. mad ambition 
The rofy bonds of Nature broke and made 
Us rivals—Andfhall | murder Hamet? 
diginbi@ aWelb Js D. 
Empire and love fhall confecrate the deed, 
But I have err’d, and will offend no more, 
Hamet loves rule, and therefore jhares the throne, 
If Omar aids, perhaps fhall more than fhare it. 
Perhaps the wily fage— 
ALMORAN. 
Audacious traitor ! 
Think’ft thou the feeble dotard e’er will dare— 


1QAcL-BDs 
The fnake, my lord, that twifts around the feet, 
With bold afpiring creft at length may tow’r 
Ev’n to the feat of life. ~ 

ALMORAN, 
Firft will I feize 

With arm indignant its impoifon’d throat, 
Dafh the fell viper inftant to the earth, 
And fee it writhe its life out in the duft. 

CALED. 
The happy younger king too, runs before 


TS 
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Fv’n in the race of love: aufpicious ftill 

The fair Circaffian melts before he fighs ; 

Soon fhall the Perfian throne confefs a qucen ; 

Again the mangled crown fhall know divifion, 

And a fair third of empire > yield to her, 

To Hamet’s beauteous wife, divine Almeida, 
ALMORAN. 

Hold, Caled, hold—fhal! Almoran then ftoop 

‘To fee his rich inheritance thus torn, 

Thus ravifh’d, plunder’d by each bold ufurper, 

And made the prey of vaffals, boys, and women } 

Caled, .difpatch—concert the great defign— 

Quick let’s be gone—I ficken at delay ; 

Love, empire, “ahd ambition, drive me on; 

Methinks already I redeem the fceptre, 

And o’er th’ obedient world triumphant wave it. | 

‘The awful name of Almoran alone . 

Floats on the faithful gale—from fhore to fhore 

‘The undiminifh’d homage fpreads around, 

And my defrauded watidts at length reftor’ d. 

CALED. 

Oh, glorious emulation—By yon heaven 

I light ambition at my mafter’s blaze ! 

The foul of Caled catches fire from his ; 

I rife, I tow’r to do fome noble deed 

‘That the imperial Almoran fhall fix, 

Secure, uncrouded on his rightful throne. 
ALMORAN. 

Then take a rich reward—thy king’s embrace, 

But oh, this languid paufe! I pine, I die, 

’Till from that boy’s encircled brow I feize 

My fullied diadem, and place it here. 

Oh, how my foul exults in the idea ; 

‘Then fhall I revel in Almeida’s beauties ; 

Then each high blifs by turns fhall know and prove 

The fate and fost fie of our Eaftern world... { Exeunt. 


END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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fae retin bee Ss 
SCENE 1. 


A VIEW OF THE TOMBS OF THE KINGS OF PERSIA, CUT 
OUT OF THE ROCKS, AND A PROSPECT OF A VENERA« 
BLE MOSQUE. THE WHOLE AWFULLY MAGNIFICENT. 


HAMET, OMAR. 
RAMEE Tos 
Eset ‘pond old man—Thou full of days and ho 
nour, 
Guide of my youth, and glory of my crown, 
My bofom labours with a friend’s impatience 
As now I lead thee to thefe facred feats— 
Thefe awful fepulchres, where Perfia’s kings, 
My anceftors, repofe in folemn filence— 
Oh, my heart throbs till I have told thee all, 
OMAR... 
My prince, my child! I praife thy tender zeal, 
And though oppreffive time upon this head 
Hath heavy fnow’d full many a winters whitenefs, 
Yet once this heart—-the memory ftill is dear-~ 
Felt a fond paffion, pure and warm as thine, 
To all that rateth high a virgin’s worth, 
Senfe, beauty, foul, long fince was Omar wed, 
HAMET. 
Tf thou haft lov’d, with unfatigued ear, 
Thou wilt allow the fweet prolixity, 
Love’s foft delay, and tender repetition. 
*¢ But, oh! by what fad ftroke of cruel fortune 
s¢ Fell from thy reverend arms this deareft treafure ?”* 
OMAR, 
¢¢ Full forty: years Olmana to this bofom 
“¢ Minifter’devery balm of virtuous foftnefs, 
«6 Paffion 
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‘© Paffion from reafon caughtthe wifh compos’d, 
*¢ The hope obedient,.and the fteady purpofe, 
s¢ A life devote to ature and. to Heaven. 

«< At length it pleas’d the gods.to take her from me, 
oo And pluck this pillow.from my aged ‘head ; 

«s Her death was fudden,-but her life prepar’d, 
<¢ In my firft widow’d days I felt as man ; 

<¢ At length her facred fpirit feem’d to chatlel,, 

<¢ And whifper’d that it only went before 

ss To intercede the Merciful for mine. . 

<¢ T left her with the gods, and wept no more.” 
But come, what fays Almeida?) 


H.-A M:E ®. 

ri How her‘name 
Like faddety fith =bednis darting thro” a cloud, ~ 
Lights up aminftant joy in Hamet? s bofom. 
Oh, had’ft thou feen her all diflolv’d in pafion— 
Paffion, tho’ yielding, modeftly chaftis’d, 
<< And fhaded by a delicate referve, 
*¢ Only to look more, lovely thro’ the yeil’??—- 
Had’ft theu, but feen her, eloquently. dumb, 
Sink in her fathet’s arms,,confefs her foftnefs 


tal 


ray 


In all’the fweet diforders of the heart, . 5. re 
Then blufh, and‘figh, and even wae for words |—. 
Wp baegy. wat bppossg : 
When does Abdallah’s daughter then confent — 
H A M ee Li 


Hear it, ye favouring heay’ nS, and every breeze, 
Bear on your vice wings the tender tidings, 
J fhall to-morrow claim—_ 
OMAR, . 
' “To-morrow ! 
Knows royal Almoran this fudden purpofe ? 


HAMET.? 
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HAMET. 
Ah Omar. thou haft fprinkled drops of ice 
Cold on my heart, to freeze the flame of love, 
Not all the jealous vigilance of fondnefs ; 
Not the ftill waking eyes of faithful Ali 
Can foil the felon arts of wily Caled. 
Almoran again hath feen her, friend—and much, 
Still much LT fear left— 
OMAR. 


Ob, forbear ; 
Wear not a doubtful eye upon a brother, 


Nor let fufpicion fear thy generous heart. 
HAME T.. 

Heaven knows my Jouanels. ; knows the generous love, 
“© Refpect fincere, ;and, tendernefs I bear him, 
*¢ And the foft fhade I caft o’er all his failings ;”” 
Dear is my brother to:this faithful. heart, 
As the warm tide that conftant flows to feed its pris 

O MOAR, & a fit ng 
The Ginked Solyman thou know’ ft deeteed) ; 
That ye fhould wear his: yet unblemifh’d crown: 
In amity together, wield his'fceptre 
As brothers and as:friends.— Unite to blefs, 
By a well-order’d’ government, the: Jand 3 » 
‘The {miling arts of peace diffufe around, 
Or give—where patriot virtue points the caufe . . 
To be the caufe of heav’n—frefh nerves to war; 
O’er the wide wave to fpread the advent t rous fail, 
Lift modeft genius from the lowly vale, © “7 
And bid it bloffom in a warmer foil, 
More near its native fkies.—- | 

HA M E ee 
f Dear, parent fage, 
Deep are e thy countels ev upon this heart. 


D2 OMAR. 
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OM AR, 
Yet {pare a moment to the voice of truth, 
Even from the hour of panting Ree {pare it. 
Oh ne’er forget, thou noble youth, ’tis thine 
To tafte with Almoran the blifs fupreme 
That flows from all the great, the glorious virtues, 
Worthy of kings, on kings alone conferr’d ; 
Pity that foftens juitice ; merit, guarded 
From bolder arrogance, e’en by the fhield, 
‘The temper’d fhield of royalty itfelf. 
¢ Bleflings deriv’d from bleflings well be/fow’d, 
*¢ Delights like thefe—oh, Ke they long be ite 
* Grow greater by divifion.””’ Yet remember 
If e’er thou’rt tempted—which the gods forbid— 
Should’ thou, as’ faGion or as favour } urges: 5 
Should private paffions, or domeftick broils, 
Frauds of the ftate, or follies of ‘the palace, 
A miftrefs oraminifter, eer lead“ 
Thine eye, thy hand, thy heart from’ what thou ow’ft, 
From what the laws, the land, the people claim— 
Claim as a duty from the prince they ferve, 
Not Perfia’s utmoft pomp combin’d to foothe thee, 
*¢ Not all the graces of the lov’d Almeida, . 
«* Nor yet the princely pledges of her faith 
«<< Climbing thy kneeiand blooming round thy board, 
*¢ Not ev’n the hufband’s pride,..the father’s tran{port,’” 
Can {natch thee from the shame referv’d for him, 
Who, bafe and lawlefs,»wantons. with his power, 
«¢ Covers with blood his violated country, 
«© Toan enfanguin’d /abre turns his {ceptre, 
And more than traitor defolates the-empire. 
HAMET, 
Oh, never, never may this breaft, which throbs 
With alla patriot’s, all a parent’s ardour, 
To ferve the weal of Perfia, feel acurfe.| _. 
So charg?d with anguifh, or fo full of: envound faa 
With 
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With my lov’d fubjeas teach.me, gods, to fhare 
‘The plenteous glories of this fertile dand, 
While royal Almoran partakes: the j joy,” 
And late pofterity attefts our virtue ! anne 
Now, then, my f friend, T muft require thy aid, 
| OMAR, 2 
What amie PY gracious, prince ? 
vHAME T. mati) Se tase 
Engage re: 
His ae ene | in an inftant office 
Of tender import—This letter—take it Omar. Be 
Why-trembles. thus my foolith: hand to give it? 
’’'Tis to my-brether, and contains—oh heay’ ns ee 
OMAR. 
“< The tidings of to-morrow. This perchance— we 
<¢ Tis dangerous ;) [a/ide] foft—is there no other way? 
HAME T.' 
s¢ Why paufes Omar} 
< Why roe bent to earth his thoughtful eye } Te 
Sigos OMAR. "3 
ae any love hath fpoke, I doubt poss feather lye : st 
Hid E Ag flomsy 2*siieT 30) 
“© Omar, my heart was in it.) ‘Takeit thens!: s.)7 > 
<¢ © take it, friend !© There, in that little F286 
Are all my future hopes*and fears inferibed 5). 
It is the hiftory of a Brother's Tove,” 
Writ to a brother's friendfhip—Y es, my; Dust, 
_ This is the hour which ‘Almordn| devotes t of W 
To private kindnefs, and unburthen’d freedom...) »- 
Upon his facred moments thowhdft-claim 5.5 5.4 > 
And who fo fit as ‘thee to. grace ameflage. ..4., 4.4 
Where Hamet’s happinefs fo clofes, centres ? 
1s doidw AdeM AdRy cn asvan saven AO 
Dear to this feeble: bofom. are. ye both ; . ae 
I honour, lovej:refpe&—do-all but ear you, vad) aha 


‘The mam weodread iwas-neyer sruly,lov’d. 


Y 


a 
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HA MET: 
Delay no longer then—oh think a little, 
Something allow to.ardent love’s impatience ; 
No reft hall, Hamet know till thy return, . : 
But trembling, anxious, wait thy coming, Omar. — 
In the blefs’d grove that {hades Almeida’s chamber, ¢l 
There will I kneel, there awful’ bend to heaven, 
That all our wifhes may be’ crown’d in peace. 
[Exit HAMET. 
- OMAR alone: ; 
I would not check his joys too far ; and yet 
Too plain, alas, thefe aged eyes can fee 
A train of mifchiefs gathering round our heads. 
This letter notes the hour, when to the mofque _ sas 
Hamet conduéts his Fair Circaffian bride. 5 
Ye mighty Powers, who rule the royal foul, 
And touch the maftér chords that {way.our nature, 
Let kindred kindnefs fave my, kings . from difcord, 
Preferve the publick welfare, private quict ; 
And thefe old eyes fhall pour. their thanks 1 in tears. 
[Exits 


Se OR MBE ON tall 
A MAGNIFICENT ier age oy! THE PALACE. 


ALMORAN,. OSMYN. 


; Sopwe M ORA N. 

Ofmyn, thy condud hath been ever humble, 

Wary, and watchful. Now. the time is aipe 

To note thy fubject fervices more, amply ; 
“Caled, thou know’ft,: is our obedient flave, 

Thy prefent pott of honour fhall be diss, 

And thou to larger dignities arife ; . 

*Tis Almoran that, lifts. thee from the df. 


OSMYN, 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN.. 2, 


OSMYN. 
Dread king, and, father of ‘the eaftern world, 
Thy Pee purpofe ever in my view 
Bounds all the hopes of thy obfervant Ofmyn: 
ADMORAN, Lafide. 
This, is another Caled at the core ; 
Long haye-L marked his hypoeritick look, 
Difguifing falfehood: in the fraudful {mile : 
*T were not iamiis to make the lave Sapa 
Ofmyn.— | ~ 
 OSMYN. 
Yonder, my lord, with fober ftep 
Old Omar, that fage pillar of the ftate, 
Comes flowly onward—venerably {weet 
His reverend afpe@.— 
: ALMORA N (paufing). 
‘ Haply that were well, 


OSMYN. 

sdk fultan. » [bows. 
ALMORANY ee 

The important office of a muinifter 

Might fuit thy vigorous years and mind mature, 

‘That feeble pillar foon muft fall. Of this” | 

Anon.—Ere night her fable,wing fhall f{pread., 

O’er day’s fair bofom, fee that thou attend, 

Juft where the cluft’ringcitrons form a thade 

Near to our chief feraglio, there I’]l meet thee. 

Go. Thou wilt remember andobey. [&xit Osmyn. 

I wou’d not rafhly lofe'a fabre, when > 

Haply, I may want to try‘its*temper.. 9 ~ "[ajfide, 

My curfgs on this dotard.” Caled, now a 

Shall Almoran take heed't’ obferve thy counfel ; 

A fmile—Yes, fmilés‘are well till all be fure 

And yet my foul difdains the narrow art 

Of feeming that Pam not. But he comes ; 

‘Take me hypocrify, awhile Ym thins. 


Ofmyn! sie 


Enter 
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Enter OMAR (offers to kneel. 
Thou fhalt not bend. The venerable knee 
Grown feeble in the fervice of the ftate © 
Should only bow to heaven. Thy filver locks, 
Thofe facred fignals of the experienc’d mind, 
Command the reverence of the kings they ee 
Ewn Almoran refpe&ts them. O'the falfehood, [aiden 
Shame on my abje& tongue for thus diflembling. 
OMAR. s 
My fears were furely wrong: [afide] O gracious king, 
This old fond bofom feels a father’ s joy 
Thus to be welcom’d by the prince he loves. 
Ev’n in the tendereft hours of earlict life, 
Thy mother fent her little pride to Omar, 
Andere thy tongue began to lifp its purpofe, 
The name of Omar firft employ’d its efforts ; 
‘Then, as a prefage of thy future friendfhip— 
Oh! be it heav’n prophetic—thou didft throw 
‘Thy infant arms around my neck—there clung’ft 
As if thou lov’dft the foft repofe I gave thee; 
My bofom throbb’d as if thou wert mine own; - 
Upon this breaft fweet fleep did vifit thee ; 
it was thy cradle, and thou oft haft bleft it. 
ALMORAN. 
‘Thou worthy fage! Nor in maturer manhood, 
Lord as I am of half the fubje& world, 
Am I lefs tender of the faithful Omar, 
The fenfe, the fowl of Perfia’s blooming empire, 
OMAR, 
The mighty Solyman, as fick he lay, 
Upon his jaft, laft bed, bequeath’d Pi to me, 
‘Gaye Almoran and Haid to my care ; 
He prefs’d me as I promis’d, fmil’d, atid died : 
And far, dear youth, beyond the e] owing cold 
Which grows Gin eath the wealthy Bred of eaten, 
T prize the royal legacy—-© fire 


ah eee ¥F eae 
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Forgive me—I,am. old, and age is,tedious ; _ 
But ’tis the heart offends, “and thou wilt pardon. 
ALMORAN_ (afide ) 
Again he.teaches me to be fincere ; 
Nature’s all- -conquering language from. his lip 
Flows on.the-heart with meek ferenity ; 
He cannot be ambitious—Caled wrongs him. 
What welcome -meflage of fraternal ae { advancing. 
Brings Omar from his Hamet—Ha! a letter. 
May its contents be happy !— 
OMAR (afde.) 
His motion is difturb’d-—’ T were beft withdraw 
A mement—I wait, my lord, your facred \eifure. 
[Bows and retires, Almoran not marking him. 


ALMORAN. 
Hell to my hopes, and horrors to my heart ! 
Wed her! fo foon! to-morrow !. wed Almeida ! 
Oh, dire confufion—fome protecting Ged 
Defcend, defcend to ward the fatal blow ; 
May rolling thunders, Uight’nings intercept it ! 
But curfe on invocation, what ayails it? 
Even while I fupplicate the hour draws nigh, 
The fatal hour that is to crufh my hopes, 
As I this murd’rous {croll—away with prayer ; 
The tardy ftriking gods deny their fuccour. 
What muft bedone? Ye powers of darknefs rife ! 
Spirits infernal leave your flaming beds— 
* [Omar re-enters fuddenly. 
OMAR. 


i} 
Wt 


My lord, 
ALMORAN, 

Ha! dotard, traitor, trembling hoary traitor, 
Dare not to.think I with it were conceal’d ; 
My rage, my grief, my ruin—Dotard, no! 
Tho’ thou haft fol’n the fecret from my lips, 
The foul of Almoran by fear unaw’d — 

E Smile 
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Smiles on thy powerlefs perfidy.—The world, 
The vaffal univerfe, is mine—Away— 
Begone with life-—I give it thee—I fcorn 
ai oeidip Bf, arm, but leave thee thus defpis’d . 
[ Going, Omar catches his robe and kacels. 
OMAR. 
Bow’d as I am already to the earth 
By time’s oppreffive hand—with all the weight 
Of fourfcore winters on my aged head, 
I fall till lower, with fubmiffion fall, 
To clafp thefe facred knees and beg an audience. 
Ah, dear, unhappy prince,. reprefs thefe ftarts ; 
Subdue the unmanly rage that checks thy virtue ; 
Conquer thy fury, and refume the king. 
There is no caufe, my foul difdains to liften, 
Affection brought me back.— 
ALMORAN. 
And what art thou,” 
That Almoran fhould care, or clear, or.guilty ? 
OMAR, (rifes.) <4, 
And what am 12. A long-try’d faithful fubje& 
A man who honours and a friend who loves thee. 
If thefe white. hairs, grown filver in thy fervice ; 
If age, if truth, no kind attentions warrant, 
_ Still Omar’s duty dictates to his tongue. 
; ALMORAN. 
Hah! 
O.M A.R. 
The pride of health now blooms upon thy cheek, 
High bounds each fervid pulfe with vigorous life ; 
Unbounded power, unbounded wealth are thine ; 
Beauty has thrown her manly graces round thee, 
And lavifh nature bath done all fhe can: 
Yet mifery and grief, and rage unfeemly 
Blot every pletines wither every joy, 
¢¢ Rob of its radiance thy imperial crown, 
3 SW 2233.09 7 We 
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© From the foft pillow rudely tear repofe,” 

And make thee, Almoran, fupremely wretched. 
ALMORAN. 

And if I were; thoulike a meddling fool, 

“© Like the dark raven on the blafted anc 

¢ Art come officioufly to croak defpair, 

*¢ And fpread more gloom port the troubled mind : 

‘* I thank thee for’t.— 


OMAR. 
Heav'n knows thou doft me wrong. 
s¢ That heay’n can tell, I pity, love, revere thee. 
<¢ My very heart now bleeds to fee the prince ; 
<< To fee the youth, who, from the prattling hour 
“¢ Of unoffending infancy, thefe eyes 
‘* Have view’d with all the fondneis of a father, 
«s Thus fink to earth, the victim of the paffions. 
‘¢ But oh! th’ abode of blifs is ftill before thee ; 
«¢ The flow’rs of peace, and joy, and foft content, 
<¢ Smile beautiful around—plain lies the path, 
‘¢ Nor is it difficult to keep the track, 
«© Mark’d by the cherub hand of truth to man, 
<¢ Purfue it—oh, purfue it, and be happy.” 
ALMORAN. 
Doft thou prefume with a bold pedant’s tongue 
To {chool the fon of Solyman—thy matter ? 
Bold monitor, Iam my own advifer ; 
Think, fpeak, a&, ‘dictate, only for myfelf, 
Nor will I brook a vaflal’s interruption. 
OMAR. 
Ev’n Solyman himfelf, thou cruel prince, 
That fcepter’d faint, who from the King of Kings 
Now takes the crown of virtue—He difdain’d not 
To catch inftru@tion from the voice of Omar ; 
Nor did he weigh in pride’s too partial balance 
The ftation or defcent of ufeful wifdom. ; 
E2 But 


< 
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But this avails not: Tho’ my lord thou fcorn’ft 
The honeft cautions of my zeal to ferve thee, 
I muft not fee thee—for thy fire is dead ; 
Thé oath I gave is with him in the ae 
And all the parent fits upon this bofom— * 
Twill not fee thee rufh on fhame and ruin. . 
ALMORAN. 
Ha! traitor, dar’ft thou—_ 
OMAR. nf 1A 
In a caufe like this, 
Tho’ death ftood ready with the bloody bowftring, 
Omar dare fhew the firmnefs of his virtue : 
Nay, if his duty urges, dare do more. 
ALMORAN. 
What more, infulting minifter, what more Pa 
OM ACR. ae s¥ 
Unaw’d, undaunted, like a faithful heme aie 
Dare, unappall’d, tell Almoran, he’s guilty— _ 
Tell him—whene’er he deviates. into vice, 
Prefumes that kings are left to range at large. 
O’er the heaven- guarded property of others, 
“And trefpafs on ‘the fovercign rights of man ; 
Or yield to paffions that desaiy his ftation, - 
Kindle inteftine flames, embroil the ftate— 
‘Then tell hin that he merits well the fcorn.. : 
Ofevery loyal heart—A: ‘king no ‘mores 
A king, the public father, born to blefs,” > 
And court the {miles ofall his fubject children. 
aig aislow of4 EAMG RAN. 
Loquacious babbler“ceafe thy rude upbiaidings, 
Left I be temptéd ‘to‘deffréy the’ web> 7°" 
Wove with fuchi watte of toil—-Away thou'fool >) 
Go fchool thy Hametwe difdain prefeription: © 
“OMAR? 
My:duty is aitenarbra and I have done. 
as ccd 8 here is an hour on wing—Oh heavens ! 


I tremble 


e 
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I tremble for thee—Prince, there is an hour: 
That will, alas, when thou art all unfriended, .. - 
When the proud monarch, like the flave he {purns, 
Shall drop'the lofty eye, the fultan’s creft, : 
*« And fell difeafe unfmoothe the chearlefs pillow,’ 
Thunder conviction on thee—QOh, expect it— 
Tis terrible—a pang without 2 name— 
To meet it unawares or unprepared. [ Exit. 
ALMORAN (alone, greatly agitated.) 
Thunder conviction ! 
: — Curfe upon the flave, 
He ftarts a thought that quite difarms my foul. 
— But wherefore paufe I thus, the fool of fancy? 
Grey fteals the dawn upon me, and to-morrow, 
That mountain to my hopes, is near at hand, 
Veil’d only by the tranfient fhades of night. 
Hamet, Almeida, Omar, all oppofe me: 3 
No more delays—the meafures muft be {wift. 
Enter CALED. (Hajily) 
Again ! “Audacious villain die.—Ha, Caled] 
[ Almoran dr aws a fabres 
CALED. 
How! fovereign of the world, have I offended? 
ALMORAN. 
Rife, Caled, rife: I thought thee that vile Omar— 
‘Wherefore this hafte ? 
CrAILIE D. 
Paffing the weftern gate 
That opens on the eye the gliding barks, 
I daw but now the lovers arm in arm 
Purfue the tender walk, and fighing fay 
To-morrow-~oh ! to-morrow.— 
ALMORAN. 
I’ve heard it.all,.. 


That Omar brought the tidings, fretted; chid meses 
Prated 
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Prated cold maxims to my burning rage, 
And tho’ he faw my very foul diforder’d 
Perfifted {till to preach me into patience : 
At length the pent-up tempeft tore its way 
Thro’ this indignant bofom, and all wild 
With anguifh and defpair, I fpurn’d him from me. | 
OA LE De 
Short is the time my lord—TIf inftant aéts] 
Prevent not the folemnity, .all’s foil’d. 
What may be done? 
ALMORA Ne 
Be quick then, tardy oes 
Difpatch, determine, execute-at once: 
And let a moment do the work of ages. 
4B C ALsE D. 

SufpeCting fomewhat of love’s forward zeal, 
And from the faithful Ali gathering more, 
Tam not wholly unprepar’d, my lord ; 
Ali, ’tis true, is fomewhat ftubborn, thoughtful, 
Of temper oft refifting ; but-a‘prieft, my lord, 
Open to great afpirings, wary, plaufible: 
We have conferr’d of late. 

ALMORAN. 

Ha! light breaks in upon me. 

I have it all—Hafte, Caled, then to Ali, 
‘The night is far advanced—the time moft precious,. 
Lofe not a moment to bring Ali with thee, 
Ev’nto my fecret chamber thou conduét him : 
The blow we have to ftrike fhall—but away— 
Tis unexpected thunder ftuns us moft, 
And terror doubles when the flafh is fudden— 
Let Ofmyn too be fummon’d; all combine-— 
Sure of immortal honour-—to defend 
The throne, the heart of the infulted Almoran, 


END OF ACT THE SECOND. 
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meet = TE. 
olan Cie Nhe gy 


AN APARTMENT IN HAMET’S PALACE. 


J OMAR. 

Change fo fudden—+every tumult hufh’d— 
wake So wild an hurricane blown o’er already ? 
*Tis moft fufpicious, and I yet have doubts. 
Perhaps fome plan of deep drawn policy— 
Perhaps—but hither fpeeds the younger king: 
He comes with all the lover in his ftep, 

And the fond bridegroom beaming from his eye » 
$9 (looking cut) 

O bleffed ftate of unfufpe@ing youth, 

Gay, worthy, ardent, generous, and warm, 

Tis barbarous to, deftroy thy gilded dreams 

And wake thee to the cunning turns of life. 


Re tras Pes ied 4 es Lh 
HA ME*T,- O M*A R. 
HAMET. 


My reverend father, guardian ever dear, 
My fpirit could nor reft till it had found thee. 
I left thee late with gloom upon thy brow, 
And all unevenly thy accents fell, 
As if contention ’twixt thy heart and tongue 
Wag’d war fevere. _ 
OMAR. 
It was but fancy ; 
The eye of friendfhip magnifies each trifle. 
FAME TS! 
If *twas but fancy, wherefore droop’ft thou now? 


What may this‘mean, my friend ? ; 
OMAR. 
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OMAR. 
Regard it not; 
Ace is uncertain, weak, and full of ftarts ; 
Precarious life then hangs but by an hair, 
And a babe’s breath will fhake it— 
HAMET. 

; Haply, ftill 
Thou art with Almoran difpleas’d—Forgive him ! 
The letter brought by Ofmyn might excufe 
His warmth. Twas to invite my Omar’s pardon ; 
What could my brother more? We all are men: 
Error confefs’d, is, to a noble mind, 
Error’s atonement. Heav’n requires no more ! 

OMAR. 
HJ am fad, thou haft not guefs’d the caufe. 
Power’s vain parade, and Paffion’s rudeft burft, 
Fall unregarded on this aged bofom ; 
And all their force is blunted e’er they reach me. 
The pangs which now I feel are all for thee. 
HAMET. 

For me—and art thou fad for me—for Hamet. 
Have not the gods been more than lavith tohim ? 
Will not the mufick of th’ harmonious choir 
Soon echo Hamet’s joys throughout the palace? 
Are not the priefts already in the mofque? 
Are not the virgins with their wreathes prepar’d 
To ftrew the rofeate paths of love with flow’rs! 
Nay, will not Almoran himfelf attend ? 
Come, let’s be gone. Aliere this expects us, 


OMAR. 
I have deceiv’d thee, Hamet—mutch deceiv’d thee. 
HAMET, 
Deceiv’d me i, Thou !—-Has Omar much deceiv’d me? 2 
OMAR. 


Yes—thy brother—there it begins—thy pr tidont 
ry et, 
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Yet, fay his life upon thy kindnefs tefted, 
Wou’d not thy virtuous heart do much to fave it? 
HAMET. 
To fave his life!—-O much indeed, my Omar... . 
Pd rufh undaunted thro’ the perilous. war, 
Ev’n where the bleeding battle thickeft rag’d, 
And fpread my body as a fhield before him. 
I’d rufh into. the wild and fearful waves, 
When their chaf’d fury drench’d the failing clouds, 
I'd fight, I'd fall, I’'d pre to fave his life. 
OMAR. 
There fpoke at once the monarchand the man ; 
And oh! ftill dearer, there the brother fpoke. 
Should he then afk a treafure at thy hand, 
Thy foft humanity would grant his fuit, 
Ev’n tho’ it pointed to—the fair Almeida. 
HAMET. 
To fair Almeida !—Hear me, Holy Powers ; [ eneels. 
Hear me each power that in Fate’s awful volume 
“Record’ft the vows of men—the oaths of kings, 
‘That ought to bear, like thine, the feals of truth ; 
Oh hear me fwear—while kneeling thus before thee, 
I pledge my foul’s fix’d ardours to Almeida, 
Nor fhou’d the congregated globe united 
E’er rend her from thefe clafping, conftant arms, 
* Till their laft finew funk beneath the fabre : 
This witnefs, gods—the guardians of our love. [ri/es. 
OMAR  §(afde.) . 
°Tis as I thought—all gentle as he is, 
At the fond heart he is a very lover: — 
* Twill be in vain to warn him.—O, my fon, 
Forgive the cautious fcruplées of my age ; 
Wo more I chill with doubts thy generous hopes. 


: 2 ect H AMET. 


* 
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HAME T. + 

Doubts !==there’s rio caule of doubt—t ami inoft bletts 

OMAR. 
Go then, dear youth, iridilge the facred joy. 
Go—and with this eternal truth be happy, * 
‘Tho’ yonder orb fhou’d from its {phere be hurl'd, 
And this firrh-fealed carth-with all her tow’rsy | 
‘The mighty labour of three thoufand years=+ 
Shou’d inftant mingle with the duft that form’d them, 
"The equitable foul, by truth upborn, | 
Far o’er the vapours of this mould’ring world, 
Shall bold refift each perifhable power, 
And greatly triumph inthe crufh of hature. 

HAMET © (looking out.) 
Omar, behold! my Almoran appears.‘ 
In the fraternal look he comes array’d, 
You wrong’d him, friend—indeed you wrong’d him 
much, 


SoG soko dT ov ered, 
ALMORAN, HAMET, OMAR. 


HAMET, 
Welcome, thrice weleome, on this happy day, 
For ever, ever welcome to thefe arms. [embraces 
ALMORAN. 


Yon Heav’n alone can tell how. much I thank thee; 
And yet I feel the tinge of glowing fhame 

Burn on my cheek as I embrace my brother. 

indeed I’ve been to’ blame, forgive me, Omar 5 
Brother, {peak for me—I have us’d him harfhly.. 


OMAR, 
© think me what Zan, J atk. no more. 
ALMOR A N. 
Thou art a friend, and ftifl wilt bear my failings. 


\ 


HAMET. 


A es 
r 
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i AM. E/T; 
Did I not tell thee, Omar,. he would a@, 
Ev’n as thou fee’ft,-a brother’s tendereft part, 
But love is. full of fears, - I fear’d my felf— 
At firft | fear’d. thee, but when riper thought 
Recall’d to view the aflociate and the friend ; 
‘The dear companion of my early cradle, 
Sharer in ev’ry fport, in every toy, 
Depofit lov’d of every little care, 
I chid my eee and.all, was well, 
LALMORAN, 
And yet, my ety could’ft thou guefs the pangs, 
The trying agonies, this conqueft coft me, — 
Then Hou indeed would: pity. 
HAM ET. : 
Generous friend, 
O do not wound me thus, my other felf. 
What fhall [ do, *twixt two extremes ’m torn, 
And nature ftrains the chords of love and friendf{hip 
With too fevere ahand, 
ALMORAN, 
Hamet, no! 
Here, in the prefence of the faithful Omar, 
My flame I facrifice to purer fires, 
Dear as fhe is, my brother, take Almeida, 
Lead undifturb’d the virgin to the altar, 
And from this hand receive thy charming bride, 
HAMET,” 
Oh, Almoran, with unexampled greatnefs 
Thy virtue foars above me—Still my elders 
ALMORAN,. : 
But wherefore wafte we thus the precious moments, 
Even now the jocuind; joy announcing note, 
Harrhonious*ealls thee to the {cene of blifs ; ; 


Toye’s vermeil bluthes, height’ned by a charm, 
F 2 Which 
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Which kind diforder wakes in every feature, 
Now bloom around Almeida; while her eye 
Shines ardent forth to chide the tardy Hamet, 


HAMET. Gat 
With a tumultuous heart IP wait the fummons. — 
Come then, oh come, my father and my friend, 
Together let us feek the heavenly maid— 
‘Together lead her to the facred altar ; 
There thou, before thegay affembled throng, 
Kindly prefiding o’er the nuptial rites, 
Shall, with a brother’s gentle privilege, 
And like a parent, give her tg my arms... , [Exeunt. 


§.C UE iN: Ew WW. 
OMAR. (alone). 


How this old bofom akes with tender joy 5 

Such joy as only friends and fathers feel, 

To fee them thus agreeing, thus united !oo;.0 9° # 
Ah, blifs fupreme of fubjecéts and of kings : 

Our richeft joys ftill court the private fcene, 

And life’s prime hope is to be blefs’d at home. 

He is indeed convine’d, andI have wrong’d him. 
O thou, who thus infufeft kindred love 

Into their focial hearts, ftill ardent, fix, 

Aid, and invigorate the generous cement ; 

‘Then like two planets may they gild the land 

With undiminifh’d luftre. Thro’ the realm 

Of Perfia’s wide domain may they difpenfe 

‘Th’ effulgent rays of truth and virtue round, 

Blefs every object in their’ glad career, 

imparting mutual brightnefs to each other, (Exit, 
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oy Grebe NRE A AR 


THE INSIDE OF THE CHIEF MOSQUE, MAGNIFICENTLY 
ILLUMINATED——ALI, IMANS, OFFICERS, AND THE 
ASSIATICK AMBASSADORS, PREPARED FOR THE CERE- 
MONY-—-CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS, WHO 
ENTER WITH THE PRIESTS TO SING THE EPITHA-.- 
LAMIUM——AN ALTAR SUPERBLY DECORATED, 


ALMORAN. 
Ali approach ; begin the facred rites. 
AT? E 
Deep in yon confecrated gro¥e’s recefs, 
E’en now the holy men, their fanctities 
Unfeen prepare.. We wait their high report; 


[after a paufe.. 
And yet fo bleft a marriage may rely 
Upon approving heav’n. On virtuous love 
The gods will furely {mile. Advance, ye pair, 
On to the facred altar—we delay not. 
[ amet and Almeida go a few paces and flop. 


Chis ped oH; 


Angels of truth, in robes of living light, 
From yonder radiant {phere, 
Expand your ftarry pinions bright, 
And lend a fav’ring ear. 
And thou benign, refulgent Source of day, 
Beftow a tutelaryray; 
- Behold thy holy minifters prepare, 
To join this heav’n-elected pair. 
Behold, advancing to thy fhrine, 
‘They humbly beg the boon divine. 
O then, from yonder regions pure above 
Defcend thy cherub choir on beams of love. 


CHORUS 
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Angels of truth, ‘im robes of living light, 
From yonder radiant fphere, Aoit 
Expand your ftarry pinions bright, 
And lend a fav’ring: ears 


ALMORAN. 
Thus then I take the fair Almeida’s hand, 
And to our happy brother thus_prefent it...) © 
ae [ Foining their aba 
ALI. 
Henceforward be thefe hands for ever— 
Enter PRIEST. (in great confternation). 


PR TESiy, 

Céafe, ceafe your rites, unhallow’d and unbleft 

As.but e’en now we kneel’d before the fhrine, 

Sadden tremendous darknefs brooding fat, 

Full on the grove, and fhadow’d all beneath; 

In adverfe fpires the angry, flames arofles « 

And from the facred fepulchre of Solyman 

Deep founds were. heard, of inaufpicious ae 

As if the troubled fpirit there. entomb’d « ae 

Oppos’d the nuptials—When: lo|..a voice, 

Like thunder vollied thro’ tempeftuous air, 

Said—take this ‘{croll—commiffion’d from above. 

It is the will divine—to Ali bear it. 

Trembling we bow’d, ‘and promis’d fwift shed ceed 

AU : 

Ye powers, is this the heaven. directed Ee 
ALMORAN: eater a9 

But what imports it)? i xoind | 

poArds Th’ eet rifini od Sli 

Fate hath decteed-to: ApMoran velba iP otteer ae 

Clin live daisy, 2i8imions b'qaad % 
‘Tis asd fear’dAlj has play’d us falfe, 
MAMET. 
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HAMET. 

_ Away with prodigies diffembling Ali, ~ . 

Finifh the rites this moment, or expect-—= 
ALMEID<A*ts' ALI. 

The profanation then, falfeprieft, is thine: 

Art theu to learn—and from a woman’s tongue—= — 

The duties of thine ofice? *© Know’ ft thou not, 

*¢ That the juft gods, with whom thou dar’ft to trifle, 

ss AG by confiftent and unerring laws 

“* Of truth, of love, and eVebaiting virtue.” 

And would’ft thou charge—oh, force of impious fraud! — 

The dext’rous artifice of wicked. men 

To the account of heaven! Of heav’n, which fheds 

It’s frefheft dews of bleflednefs on all 

Whom faith‘and fondnefs hold in bonds of honour. 


HAM2T, 
Are thefe thy arts '—-Oh, moft'unhallow’d Ali,” : 

ALMEIDA, ee 
«© Hence each iniquity, each dark defign, coo. 
The lures of intereft, andthe gufts of paffion, 
s¢ The infidious project, and* the. fordid purpofe, 
<¢ With each complotting’ juggle of the flatey ~~ 
That venal minifters or holy minions, 
«* Full often practice to advance themfelves, 
s* Or feed the lufts of fome deluded matter, 
Receives a fanction fromthe powers above,” 

HAMET, 

Yes, prieft, there’s not a crime which meannefs prompts, 
Vain folly fighs for, mad ambition kindles ; 
There’s not a daring dreadful villainy, 
** Nor yet a fraud that the {mooth courtier withes 
*¢ To pafs on prince or people, asa virtue, ~ 
s¢ And trick it off in reverend robes, like thine,” 
But ftill the inftrument is wrong’d RELIGION, 
And heav’n itfelf|is:made the guilty caufe 
Of soci enor mities, which hell would ftart at. 


ALMOR AN... 
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ALMORAN. 
Brother forbear— 
ALI, 


The gods muft be oper 
goALMETEDA. 
Yes, prieft, I know it... ben obey them fraiche: 
Dof thou fill waver to expound their will— * 
Their will is obvious, fimple, unperplex’d, 
And never leads the enquiring mind attray, 
But when.entangled.in thy myftick toils. 
*¢ © flow of foul as deftitute of honour, 
«¢ Had’ft thou e’er heard the heavenly voice of truth, 
6° Or.could that. bofom, dark and drear as death, 
s¢ Sacred to viler paffion, e’er have felt 
«¢ ‘The unblemifh’d fervors of a generous love, 
*¢ Without difguife the oracle would tell thee 
s* —That pure plain oracle, an honeft heart— 
*¢* The facred duties at the bridal altar.” 
ALI. 
Still we repeat the gods, and fate 
HAMET. 
Peace facrilegious—much thou talk’ft of gods, 
And much of fate—thy guileful lips have utter’d ? 
But when did fate work miracles for tyrants ? 
Or when invert the order of the fkies 
To favour luft, impiety, and fhame? 
ALMORAN. 

T’ll hear no more—Ali renew the rites 
For Almoran, renew them, Fate decrees 
Almeida to my arms. 
‘ HAMET. 

Brother’’tis falfe, 
And with tay life 
) ALT, 
Monarch defift—With reverence obey. 


Omar himfelf can tell— ; 99363 
2 OMAR. 
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OMAR. . 
Yes prieft, he can 3). 

For aie his wary eye has watch’d thy fliding. 
Omar cay tell thee all thou dare forget ; 
That mark’d for holinefs, thy heart thould proves 
A temple worthy the pure truth it teaches ; 
That thou fhould fpurn ambition’s fatal nth 
And kifs the fhrine,’ unfpotted and ador’d, 
Of meek humibayeot Religion’s chief 
“¢ Guide of the Perfian faith—that’ thy éxample 
*¢ Should, to the countlefs crouds thow haft in re. 
2 Fhe afade charities difpenfe, © 
«© Cleans’d a8 the dews of héav’n—Amid@’ft any srealth 
** Pour’din large tribute to thy honour’d’ order, " 
‘© That ftill the willing offering of the rich’ "760"! 
«¢ Should poize the Jots of life, and blefs the piety 
‘¢ The everlafting fire that thou fhould’ft guard, : 
‘¢ Ev’n’till that facred element fubdue Hy pet 9Ak 
“¢ The world whereon we move+-But above all, 
*¢ That thou fhould’ft ne’er pervert the holy flame 
‘© With fancied vifions that!confound the foul ; 
‘¢. Nor terrify with my ftic forgeries 
*¢ The fimple and fincere ; but calm to teach, 
‘* Powerful to aid, and patient to inftruct, 
s¢ Diftinguifh vice from virtue, truth from error ; 
“© Check the bold finner*whatfoe’er. his. ftation; 
** Ey’n in the royal prefence,to, affert,' 
«¢ If a more awful prefence prompts the duty, 
s¢ ‘The man of truth ;”’ nor even dare, as thou 
Haft dar’d, to KNOW ‘thele’ glorious truths, 
Yet turn them al! to mockery and bafenefs. 


SST SoERAINEE T. 
The holy mofque is tainted with their crimes : 
*T were beft retire, my love; nor will I deign 
Onee to reproach the prieft—man’s faint rebuke 


G Ts 


t 
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Is loft where heav’n prevails not—But for thee, . 
Brother and friend no mere—Dithoneft man} 
Be mine, or thine, henceforth the Perfian throne, | 
The PRIEST.S,..end. ALT confer. 
~~ ALMORAN | (interruptings)>* 99 oA T 
Deep-judging Ali, -)) 5 9" 
Is this the boafted iffue of thy. wiles? 
Is this the proud refult of all thy wifdom?) © °° 2 
Of flaming altars.and concerted groans : RET ; 
‘This. the. rare miracle—the rich device— 2 DLUOW 4 
That was to bring Almeida to my arms, 
A gift-of-heav’n! Away, ye hoary traitors, 
This inftant, quit the temple—hence—begone— 
Dare not to juftify—I’ll hear. no more. 
Curfe on thy,prodigies, I here renounce,them, 
She fhall be-mine without your, feeble aid ; 


Force, fcepter’d force, enfues, avow’d:and bold: «9° G 
Spurn’d from this heart be ev’ry vain difguife, eld 
My paffion knows no bounds—henceforth I feize. -° of 


My beateous,victim in the face, of day. 1 
[Exit with dir ont Cauep.! 


. 
CHANGES TO A GROVE NEAR, PRESENTING AN OUT- 
SIDE VIEW OF THE: MOSQUE, BUT DIFFERENT. FROM’ 
THAT OF THE TOMBS, 


HAMET, ALMEIDA, OMAR, 

HA. M\B‘Fe © 328! vai werd, ,29¥ 
. Still onward, friend, to where yon. branching’ palms DA 
Embow’r the fhrubs beneath. There, | lov’d Almeida, | 
Awhile fhalt thou remain with virtuous Omar, ~ 
*Till I explore fome yet unbribed Iman, 
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That ftraight may foil the wicked arts of Ali. 
This way, my love—I will with {peed return. 

[ Hamet goes with them to the upper wing, 

and returns. 
The time admits not of delay~-When fraud’s on foot - 
And guilt is once detected —Ha !—by heav’n! 
[looking out. 
Ev’n in this fhesed. privacy he haunts me— 
The man on earth my foul would with to fhun— 
I would avoid thee., doi: oo Te ALMORAN entering. 
. A LMORAN. 

SR know thot would’ ; 


HAMET. 


; Does Almoran?.. .. ‘ef : 
Does Almoran forbid ?. And. who is he 
That thus prefumes, with mock prerogative, 
To bar the paflage of the injur’d Hamet ? 
And hath this mighty monarch been reduc’d 
To poor hypocrify, (and foul.contrivance ? 
Is the rich blood of Solyman debas’d 
To mix with mercenaries, who can forge 
Upon the gods they worfhip? Shame upon thee! 
nn ALMORAN, 
Tape x me no further, boy ; thy life’s at ftake. 
[puts his hand on bis fabre. 
HAMET. 


Yes, draw thy fabre—rife upon the friend ; 
Convert the fultan to the common “anid 
Affail—oh glorious—Hamet while unarm’d— 
The only moment thou wouldft dare to meet him, 


ALMORA.N. 


Hah—would’ft dare— 
G2 HAMET, 
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HAMET. . 

Tyrant, I faid fo—dare. 
Haft thou not ftoop’d to defpicable frauds, 
To vile deceits, and arts of little cunning, 
Beneath thy manhood, ev’n beneath thy pride— 
‘Tovarts which cowards practice—mark it—cowards. 
When did the brave—the brave are ever generous— 
When did the brave man fkulk in the difeuife 
Of prieftly prodigies, or bribe a flave'> © 
To traffick with his funétion—fell his gods— 
“¢ Stand calmly by to fee the pageant pafs,”’ 
And tear the trembling virgin from, the altar. 


ALMORAN. 
Villain, forbear. 
HAMET. 
Nay, more than virgin yet more facred, tt oxo ft 
‘The appointed wife—Yes, royal ravifher, at 
Fraudful to fteal thy brother’s wife away. fot 
Ha !—were thy ruffians ready—Oh, infidious ! 
Enter CALE D with guards. ; 
[They offer to feife Hamer, ALMORAN prevents. 
ALMORAN. iy 

Caled, forbear, Now then, Infulter, 
In manly fcorn of all thy bafe afperfions, 
The outrag’d Almoran, to thy confufion, 
Ev n on thy heart fhall prove his want of courage. 
‘There, vaunting infolent, defend thyfelf— 

[Throws his fabre ta HamET and takes Sot ED’ Sa 
Now try thy boafted bravery. ; 

HAMET. - 
Thanks to thy wounded pride for this one virtue, 
[Prepare to fight. 


% 


an 
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Oe re Nie FicrecliV Mig 


mA, Oita Enter ALMEIDA. 
[Guards feife HaMzr. 
ALMEIDA, 
Defift, inhuman aia nor Sia plunge 
ay foul in veh Saad F 
“2 A L MORAN. 
Ah, ‘Almeida here ! 
Now fee if+thou efcape a fecond time. | 
EE VET. 
Of, ruffians, | off. Art thou a coward now? 
-ALMORAN, 
I will’not take thy life, nor hear thee rail, 
But thus affert. an elder-brother’s right. 
ALMEIDA. 
What right, thou violating man ?—What right? 
To whom haft thou a right >—And is it thus 
Thy horrid reign begins ?—Is this, vain boafter— 
Thou large of promife, but of deeds, penurious— 
Ts this the firft great act of Perfia’s king ? 
tALMORAN, 
Now thank the gods ! 
ALMEIDA. 
For what doft thank them? 
That yet, forbearing, they fufpend the thunder, 
And do not fend the ready light’ning forth 
To crufh thee, proudly blooming in thy crimes. 
But death were.lenity—live on defpis’d — 
Live, to endure th’ extremities of fhame, 
The pangs of confcience, and the realm’s contempt, 


The people’s hatred, and thy own reproach, 


ALMORAN. 
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ALM OR AN, 
Full dearly thall thefe bafe afperfions coft thee : 
"This inftant feife, and bear her to our palace. 


a Ie sh her. 


HAMLET. 
Oh! by ae avy I charge thee yg oo OK I 
It is your ptince—your future queen. 
ALM O B" AN: ny 
Caled, alongo? so: Leen rag ss | , 
“ADMELDA® Pee et 


Invifible power of nature, truth, and juftice— buoig ba 


If ever innocerice———how the ruffians tear me— Te ae 


I will not eerie fhall not—Hamet—— P 


[Drops on “her knees. a 
Oh, Hamet, Hamet-—© [Dragged off. 


HA ME Aon 
In ae brother———on my knees——~ ria 


| —AMORAN, antes 
The lady once fecur’d, be Hamet fre 


a 


© [Exeunt. 


END OF ACT THE THIRD, _ 
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Fee AV as ted vlascb I 

slag ie ayer ypad pas, «fi°} aaa 
AN Seren” IN AUMORBSN'S PALACE. 

ALMORAN, “OSMYN, CALED, 


AL M ORAN, 
SHEN empire is our own; dominion courts’ 
At length the {mile of Almoran alone, 

And proud Almeida the Circaffian maid, 
Like fome rich jewel, the reward of conqueft,. 
Decreed to fparkle on the ‘yiGor’ 's brow, 
Shall yield, her beauties to thefe longing atms. 

: aq; CALLED. : somsk 
AW ured? king, induftrioufly. loyal,, 
Still plies the rabble with fomenting zeal, 
And deaf of fair Almeida’s eloquence, . ni tia 
The oaths of Hamet, andthe arts of Omar, 
Ev’n now the multitude tumultuous fhout— 
<¢ We faw the altar flame, we heard the. .groans, .,) 
‘© And heay’n decrees to Almoran Almeida.” 

ALMORAN. 

See, Ofmyn, that each foothing art be tried 
To reconcile Almeida to. our power: 
Let Perfia’s utmoft pride and pomps await her: 
Breathe forth the foul of harmony around : 
To his inventive mind who ftarts a joy 
Unknown, be recompence adjudg’d. Let flaves 
In fplendid vaffalage attend: the fair, 
Our future queen, the new, the lov’d fultana. 
But, above all, beware no female forms 
Obedient to our paffion, or our pride, 
That fwell the chofen train of the feraglio, 
Approach apartments facred to Almeida. 


a et 
Sry 


ALED, 
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C A ‘ ED. 
Monarch of nations, Tever. “ploiee Ss fultan, 
a = j 
Thus let me pay the debt 0 adoration. ein o 
| OSM ENO go: 


Great ruler of the world, aecept my homage. Mt ay 


f porate - 
? L MO RA N. . 

Hold, lavifh Fortune, hold thy béunteotls hand 3 
Too "fat increafe the thronging joys upon me, 
And my foul labours with the, Wore oppreflion. | i pw" 
Rife, both rifes—vicegerents ,of my greatnefs :.- ke 23 
On ye, as my deputed. delegates, atit-tiew Boise bad 
Henceforth devolve the: Ahining, toils, of, eee xis 

All Perfia’s vulgar care’s, beneath., the, SULA $5: 5-057 a5kB 
Guard ye my patadif fe. from, all obtr ‘pfiony... 
Next in,eommand to” “Almoran and, is 
Yet ftill beware—let ftrid fidelity, niki veg ae cit % 
And nice obedience juitify our favour 3 fs. 3 en 


al 528 > 
wit 1K ner 


Remember ftille-the breath that gives. x a : : a 
Th’ immortal arm that raifes, can deft: roy. ait 
ns en ET (Ee it arses} 
Opt eyo! va 
Ss c! gc wt oe “Th, 7 Ste ie : 
CALLED). 

Lo! fuch the:wagesi of fuccefsful wiceyory) oy OS sae 
Vice did I fay! oh, infamy of flander bs 37 9 


"Tis pious, artifice, *tiss¢lorious*thriftls mya 9 2 tot 
While virtue fiarves,, bold fpiritsiwvillburf forth «, 


Beyond the lying letter:ofithe latw, uit ulet Yai 4 
The fhackling trammels ‘of themoral:fool, 3U 
And fly to arts like Galed’s forefupporteis ok we 
T ftand exeus’ds,/) Lethut the gale of virtue * Mate 
Waft Caled;as conveniently. to. port, ~ 15 
‘T he golden. port of int’reft and ambition ; See Ht Ge + 7 Dep, ~ 
** Let but the flighting world on truth beftow) — . 
‘* Difiimulation’s gay and gorgeous robe,” reg A 


a 3 Then 
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Then nought but holy maxims fhall be heard 

From this converted tongue.—But, oh! my foul, 
This rock impaflable—this tow’ring Ofmyn— 

Be {wift prolifick brain to work his fall, 

And fhake the fabrick he has rais’d above me. [Exit. 


S €..E aN oF4 wil. 
THE SERAGLIO GATES. 


OSMYN. 
While Caled takes his ftation near the palace, 
Here muft I wait the coming of the fultan.— 
Ah! fervitude abhorr’d, difgraceful ftate ! 
The recent honours he has heap’d upon me, 
Chill on my brow, and ficken at my heart. 
O, confcience ! confcience! {mite me not fo fore, 
Thou feourge inyifible! Who plac’d thee here, 
With thy dread arrowy ftore, to goad and wound us? 
Something far fharper than the fabre’s point 
Now ftrikes this breaft and calls me flave and minion. 
What may bedone?. This conftant care diftracts me-—= 
The account of infamy is large againit me, 
Long have I inly mourn’d— 


S. Geena ak, Tvs 

Enter HAM ET (in a mute’s habit) 
Stand! Who approaches ? 
What ftep forbidden, thus intrufive—Hamet ? 

HAMET. 
Yes, traitor, Hamet. Where is that inhuman 
That forces Hamet to aflume thefe robes, 
And feize upon his facred rights by ftealth ? 
Where is that king ?—that retin brother—Speak 1 1 
Where, villain, is Abdallah ?—Where Almeida ? 
H Anfwer 
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Anfwer me ‘fraight=_behold this feymeter— 
Delay ‘will seca! me defperate. het 
mor $ ne ay? us 
sia Abéaflah’ 
Still 1 fit@ LORY ate area she! no more, | 
HA Mast ; 
Equivocating flave, my heart is broke ; | 
Loos’d is the chord that. ty’d.it to my breaft. 
Tell.me each atom of ‘the damning truth, 


{— 


QSMYNe3 3057 
Thus Mena Ty lord —She’ s there, 
1 (Pasnts, tothe feraglioe 


HAMET, 


There ! 
OS MY N. 
My heart bleeds. for. him,—Even there, my lord ; 
In that feraglio— 
HAM. ET. 
Seraglio ! ! What? 
My: deftin’d bride ?—Almeida—Perfia’s miftrefs ? 
Has he then turn’d, her to the train of victims, 
Mix’d her foft purity with venal beauty, 
Stain’d the pure bloflom of our virtuous joys, 
And like the haplefs facrifice of riot— : 
Oh, nature! nature ! this—I cannot bear it. 
OSMYN, 
No, gracious foyereign,,” tis the fultan’s orders, 
That: far eis an 
“HAMET. 
‘Ope not thy villain lips. 
Already hav re, they n more than murther’d me— Hal” 
Vl weep no more. . How did the monfter dare > 
And thou the accurfed flave that brought her hither s 
And this the hell that hol ids my ‘ffolen, treafute. i‘ : = 
Fama 


49" 
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Oh! give me ftrength of} armies, righteous papers! 
Sinew my arm with forceomnipotent, 
That I may hit the centre of his heart ; 
Then to you—Blaft, blaft me not whee heavens, 

_ [Going to flab Ojmyn, 
Keep me, kind gods—Oh’ 1 keep my hands from blood, 
Ha! wilt thou force him on me—Nay then, ‘thus— > 
Thus let me meet the robber ere he plunders— : 

[Seeing Alnoran. 


SO Le OND AV 


PEVTAMDT, ALMORAN. 
ALMORAN., 
Ofmyn, what daring flave— 
#H A M ET. 
~ Strike fwiftly they” ML 
Stab fure—or die. 4 
ALM OR AN. 
Hamet turn’d flave—to murder ?~ Moft Tote Dig to eS 
Skulks he beneath the habit ofthe mute’= 9 {> ¥ 
‘To rob the wretched vyaflal of his office ? ? ee 
O) worthy emulation, ; 
HA M bay 7“ 
No—I cannot ftrike — = hea 
All frantic as I am, th’ unfpotted foul ; 
Shudders at brother’s blood—Away foul purpofe, 
Detefted inftrument away—Oh } Almoran, 1S. «0! 
[throws away the Yavter. 
Fv’n fhe who fhar’d hich matron breaft between us, 
Then died the martyr of the lives fhe gave, 
Seems beck’ning from the tomb. to ward the blow: 
Obey the fummons of the faint who bore a5, 
Admit the touch of nature to thy bofom, 
And open yet thy heart to meet thy brother. 


Hz ALMORAN. 
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ALMORAN.. 
What fhall I do ?:»:He-melts my fix’d abl eigsy 
Nor can this: bottom flave' of every: paffion,» 
Thus inly touch’d, fhrink back from: his mbiicsistl 
Generous—too generous—Hamet— 
HAME T. ses 
a aNE TRAY: ileart relents—= 
J have thee in my Ge Rb art fubdued ; 
*Tis the bleft moment of returning Virtue’; 
Truth, juftice, and humanity prevail, pea 
Thou art my brother ftill—The ous a bras id. 
< hanged © 


Ss. G E. 'N _ v= Vil a 
“’CALED and GUARDS. 
(OG rt 18) paiheF nt 
Sultan and fovereign of the world, thy life— 
Thy faered life” sat hazard. 
rT al M O RA N. yas 
Said’ thou life ? 
c A ra EDs. 
As at the palace gate I plac’d the ts 
Redoubling fhouts affail’dimy ftarted ay; 
When rufhing on, with everyiflave in arms; 
Full in the:city’s heart Ifawascrowd «+! 
Of Perfian peafantsOmar at their head—; 


+3 Vollying the rights of Hamet in each:ear; | 


*Till ev’ry gaping fool:abus’d the;Sultan, 

And tofs’d their faucy turbans, up. for Hamet. 
Injuriate Omar cried—REVENGR=-when ftraight, 
With my own arm, 1 feiz” d the hoary traitor, 


HA. M E Ei bYISn Gh oe 
Slaves fj eal with reverence of that noble Perfians, 
wai h ALMO RAN. 
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ALMORANS 
Swift, Ofmyny!load the bald! confpirator> | (scl 
With ponderous: chains—Bid him'expedha fate: » 
Well fuited tohis’ anepsb atee ctrrbalh gliitn, to wSsi: 

oof Exit Ofmyn,. 

Well, young diflembler, cate denpblenaed | in fraud, 
Well may’ft thou ftart ; but ere the veil of night 
Shall hide his fhame from the attending croud 
That clufter curious o’er each fcene of death, 
Omar, thy oracle, fhall bleed before thee. 


HAME ane 1984 
Infenfate as sI sage Sros could I hope? 
How could I ever frame a thought fo wild 
As to expect from that. ‘tempeftuous Ta es 
Or truth, or juftice, pity, love,~or honour : 
My heart, that knows thee, throbs with, Keen reproach 
To chide its own fimplicity. 


A L MORA N. 
*%. “Twas truth— em 
Haply ’twas Hamet’s juttice, ‘love, and pitys 
That bade thee try the force’ ofartful tears, 
Well manag’d’ warmth, ‘and counterfeited fondnefs, 
Twas Hchout taught him, like.an hypocrite, 
| To wind his ferpentarms: about;my mecky: (a6 9/14 ip 24 
Totriumph in the theft! offair Almeidagc) onildyobos 
While his arch minifter, 'thevirtuous. Omars)}o: cod VI 
Back’d by the trait’rous phalanx he had form’dy 


Concerted meafure! ofsefcapesand refeueiroy asilied IO 
O fight of ftratagem fublime sand poe vod? gniylioV 
HA MET vo Ur 
I fcorn to anfwer thee, difiratlir’ditauntere (2 9 ctor bad 
he M ORAN. . 


Thou haft prepar’d for punifhment and’ prffon'f" 
Thy heart, fo fkill’d i in Almorah,! has told thee 
Thefe guards ee drag thee inftantite’the dungeon, | 
: Unarm’d 
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Unarm’d and undefended as thou art.— 

Slaves, leave the traitor'free—Go, man of virtue, 
Captivity would fwell thy pride+Go;" hafte, © 
Array thy troops, and Jead them on to battle 
Ev’n to this bofom bid the flaves advance, 

Then fee if Almoran retreats before them— 
See if thy traitors, or thyfelf, their king, 

Can awe this heart, or check one promis’d joy 

It made to tranfport, and the fair Almeida. 

Caled, unbar the gates—Farewel ! my brother— 
My kind, my juft, my] honourable brother... [Going. 


HAME T. 
Hold—yet halides ‘Almoran, forbear! 
If there i is courage, pride; or manhood in thee, 
Yet—yet defift+I charge thee by the pangs— 
The bittereft: pangs of confcience and the foul, 
Not to invade—Turn back, bafe ravifher ; 
‘Thus on my.knees— 
ALM o R A Ne 
“'Whaty'at thy-arts again? 

Tis thus T’anfwer theiti—T’ll talk no ‘more. 

[ Enters the feraglin, gates tei again HAMET. 


op Cig ph of VII. 


HA M cS ie 
{s this permitted—Is this fuffer’d, gods? 
Spurn’d to the earth—Ha ! left alone—gone from me— 
Gone whither !—Did ‘he not fay to—horror! horror! 
To make a hell of heaven—My fenfes fhake! 
‘The brain begins to totter on its bafis—- 
This is the gate that leads to Paradife, ; [rifes. 
And Satan is within—Still faft upon ‘us: s 
No means of death—The fcymetar remov’d— 
Death !—I'l] not die. —Firft grant me rich revenge. 


Demons 
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-Demons of vengeance here poflefs me quite ; 

‘Take me infuriate—Take me to yourfelves ! 

Oh! bring, the villain once again before me, 

Arm my firm hand, and I fhall die content. [ Exit. 


eg es VIII. 


THE INSIDE OF ‘THE SERAGLIO. MUSIC, MUTES AT- 
. TENDING, 


“ALMEIDA. 
O vain magnificence of impious grandeur— 
Poor ineffeCtual gildings to fet off 
Th’ imprifon’d victim with a thew of pleafure. 
Oh ! for Circaffia’s unpolluted ‘fhores, 
And all the unblemifh’d {cenes of guiltlefs life! 
Tell me, ye inftruments of Perfia’s tyrant— >». 
Tell me with inftant fpeed—Alas! ye dare not—s 00‘ 
Chain’d, by your haplefs flavery, to filence, 
Vain is to you the blefled power of fpeech. 
Retire, retire—Ye may Not give|me comfort. 
Torn from my father, Omar; Hamet too— 
From Hamet-—hold my heart—what haye I faid ? 
It wakes a thought fo full of tender forrow 
J cannot bear it—it overwhelms my foul. 


SC EN BY 1x. 


fae ALMORAN . tol; /ALMEIDA 


. ae LMO R A N, 
The eee anguifh rufhes to her. eye, 
And her fair form; more lovely, in diftrefs, 
_ Droops like the tender bloflom of the fpring, 


Beat by the gather’d force of pitilefs fhowers.. F 
| Feieayst od b to zat Ge 
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Fierce as Lam, unbidden foftnefs fteals, 

In gentleft fighs, from an unwonted fource. tig! 
My very heart’s fubdued. Almeida, gh alg 
Reprefs thofe tears, this anguifh, this defpair. 
I come to {moothe | the tumults of thy bofom, 77 : : 
And at thy feet to lay the Perfian fceptre.*” m 


A L ME “1D Ac 299 
‘Such trappings are, alas | thy. fole Jepertanee | 
Keep them, be lord, “fo awe e the’ "elses mind. 


HESESS 


“ALMORAN.. ™ atts ir vs 

For thee, behold, .I leave;the Perfian throne ie at 
For thee, forgetting.empite, and commands.jo.oiy ..4° 6 
Lo! Almoran now. bends-his knee,to earth, 
And, with a fubjedct’s low humility, )). 13 
‘Thus deigns to court the fmile of. fair Asics [Aneels. 

Pie cit ds M Exsh:Diad. 
And dott thou ftrip me of each dearer joys 
Fix the fell poignard in the cs 'iveringyheart, 
And, as‘the ruddy life-blood. gufhes from ity 
Calmly furvey thy work, and bid me sea Pet 

‘a ALMORAN. 
By Bear: oe you charge unjuftly,” my ‘Aliieiday ; 
4 tide MEIDA, Fan 

Oh! Almoran, the human form is thine, 
Yet where’s the honour that fhould mark thy manhood, 
Reluctant thoufands call thee mighty fovereign ; 
Yet where’s the virtues that fhould grace thy Racin : 
But leave me to myfelf—TNl not upbraid thee. 
One mournful boon isall that I fhall afk; 
I beg the privilege to-weep alone. « 


a ALMORAN, 
Sorrow and folitude be far aenye Werte 


; in 
oe oh 


"Fhou’rt 
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Thou’rt too fevere “Almeida, Long. I ftrove_ 
To hide my love in pity to my brother. 


. ALMEIDA. - 
He talks of pity too, who never felt it, _ ey: 
Where is thy brother, tyrant ?—~Where is Hamet ? 
ALMORAN. 
He lives—is free—But wherefore talk of him—_ 
Regard him not— ; “é 
ALMEIDA, 


Mark me, Almoran. 

Thou bid’ft me not regard him—then obferve me ! 
If thy unhallow’d, defolating hand, 
In utter darknefs could that fpark éxtinadith, 
That viewlefs, vital {park of heaven-bora fire,” 
Which the Omnipotent in this true breaft 
Hath kindly kindled, here to glow for ever, 
Pure as the fource that firit fupplied the flame, 
Then might thy prifoner ceafe to think of Hamet. 
But long as that infpires my faithful fondnefs, » 
Though waters wide as yonder heaven from earth, 
Though worlds remote as planets from.each others 
Should fronv his honour’d prefence far divide me, 
Still fhould Almeida’s»prayers be offer’d for him-~ 
Still fhould her, ardent. tendernefs increafe— 
And ftill, as now, in all his pride of {plendour, 
°Midft the vain glitter of his vacant greatneds, 
Still fhould perfidious Almoran be fcorn’d. 

Nepean we 2 M O R AN. 
Then. be it fo—Lady,, tis weH—I’] not complain, 
For the curs’d ftripling can ,obftrud& no more. 

s “ALMEDDA, 
Ha !—how!— What faid’ft thou?—Is it poffible, 
‘Thou man of blood ?—~Sure' thy barbarian hand— 
And yet I fear—for in thy fanguine eye . 
Murder’s infcrib’dYes, yes, thy filence fpeaks—- 
I 


The 
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‘The characters of death are‘legible 
In every cruel feature. Oh, diftraction | 
Here then, unnaturalhere, well-pleafed,- behold, 
Indulge thy genius—take thy fill of blood, . 
Point thy infatiate fabre here—yes, ftrike ; 
Think me a fifter, and enjoy the flaughter. 
ALMORAN. 
By heav’n he lives, uncircumfcrib’d he walks 
Thro’ Perfia’s realm,: fave this. one dear apartment, 
ALMEIDA. 
Prais’d be the guardian god that fhields his virtues 5. 
Ador’d the power that watches all his ways. 
ALMORAN. 
Ah ! lavifh not thefe raptures ona wretch, 
But kindly treat’ thy heav’n-allotted hufband. 
ALMEIDA. 
Speak’ft thou of heav’n ?—and after foul deteftion ?— 
Of heav’n, where fceptre’d virtue fits enthron’d, 
Sublime, amid’ft the ftars, to regifter 
The deeds of human kind, .‘* Oh, bethink thee :- 
“* Can he who hangs, in yonder fpangled vault, 
“* The even fcale of juttice, e’er ordain 
‘* That I fhould violate this wretched form, 
<¢ And weary out a life of lovelefs perfidy ?” 
No, Almoran, thy priefts have led the wrong: 
Whate’er is made thy deity—ah! think not 
‘Thou doft him honour, when thou mak’ft him pleas’é 
With what offends the fecret judge within thee— 
Yes, flart; but know, infidious king, 
F’en now, thou ftand’{t beneath a piercing eye, 
‘That notes thy crimes, and will one day requite them. 
ALMORAN. 
t thought to have found thee, lady, lefs reluctant :. 
Vl talk no more—nor have I time to lofe 
In idle parly with a haughty beauty. 
T pus in a word—if thou, with yielding kindnefs, 
Within 
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Within an hour, confent. to,crown imy gaPcserio 
The next fhall honour thee as Perfia’s queen, yi 
(Something: thou, fee’ft _Iican,allow to pride) modi.) 
{f not, then learn the ifflue-—That vile boys aria, salubai 
Who hath ufurp’d a gem, than crown more worth+« ~ 
The throne of ‘thy affeétions—think upon it— 
Dies the fucceeding inftant—fo refolve. 
ALMEIDA. - 
The.very:image hurries me toyphrenzy, 9 1 # 
See, cruel, fee Almeida at thy feet ; 
She condefcends to kneel—for whom ?+-Thy brothers 
Is human pity. quite extingty, my lord—QOh, heaven.) / 
Where is thy nature that it fleeps:fo found ? 
Nay, turn not/from me—fpare theigen¢rous. Hamet—) 
Shed not thy brother’s blood—Thou »wilt not kill, him? 
'ALMORAN. 
’Tis in Almida’s power to fave or ruins (00 1) 780" 
ts SAT ME TD aA e —, 
Oh, name the means Alteida’ dies to fave him. * ; 
| “ALMORAN.™ 
I’ve mark’d out eafier terms, thou know see 
ALMEIDA. 
See, Sultan, fee! behold !—ye fhall not fire | 
ALMORAN. 
By hell he dies this moment—nay, thou 
Shalt szE him ftruggling.in,the pangs of death ; 
That hoary traitor too, thy fire Abdallah, 
He from the palace fhall be dragg’d— 
ida DME P DALE 


ALM O RAN. 
Yes ; thou fhalt gaze upon them—powerlefs gaze— 
With frantick hand. tear thofe luxuriant chs 
And fhriek, and weary the reverberant air | 
With unavailing, impotent complainings, 


I2 * 4 Thy 


My father i . 


4 
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Thy tears, thy ftrugglings, and thy woman’s arts, 

Affail in vain. Away, and hang \not*,thus 

Idly upon me, for I now can hate thee—Go— 

Go and prepare for anguifh, blood, and horror. [ Exit, 
fig OH a hd Bienes 

ALMEIDA. 

Oh, barbarous, barbarous man, inhuman tyrant— 

Then they muft die: Well, well, I will not wha 6 % 

Am I not very patient; righteous gods-?": SO > 

Am I not very calm?—~Yes, let them: pled 

The pitying heavens fhall open to receive ‘them.\” 

Bleed! whom bleed ?—My lord, my love, my father! 

Oh, throuding darknefs, -hidecame fromthe aghtse . 

And I, I murther them==What can Ido? 

Point out the path to me, -fome kindly powers 

Inftru& my ftaggering fenfes, how. to, act, 

And fave the innocent.from the affafiin. 

It fhall not be—I cannot bear. the thought. 

Oh, I will fave their loy’ 'd, their precious lives ; 

Prevent the fatal blow, or with them die. 


END OF*ACT THE FOURTH: 9. 
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gy C ap an ge 
em ane gory t 
A SALOON IN THE PALACE, 


ALMORAN, CALED, 
ALMORAN. 


H! torture, torture—infamous abafement ! 
Shall Almoran—the oriental god—.,...., 
Stoop meanly from his throne to fawn and figh-» 
To fawn and figh yet be repuls’d—rejeted? 
C AL EAD.- i:has | 
‘Take then, my gracious Jord, withougdelay / 
‘The offer’d remedy—a rich revenge. 
ALMORAN. 
What power can giveit me! 
CAs Ps 
Thy faithful Caled.— 
ALMORAN.. 
Quick pour the balfam on my bleeding wounds. 
CALED. 
Sultan, foul treafon lurks around thy throne— 
- That folemn Ofmyn— 
ALMORAN. 
Ofmyn ! 
CALED. 
He! my lord !—Our ever faithful Ali, 
Still buty in the fervice of the fultan, 
Informs me of a dark con{piracy 
Plann’d-by-tiat very Ofmyn. 
ALMORAN. 
O the flave! 
Th’ ungrateful flave— 
5 CALED., 


> 
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CAL ED: riot ym 
By: him goncerted,.. |) 
Thy rival brother ftill has power to hurt) thee ; 
This very night, when:darknefs wraps the. ja 
In the deep zenith of its. gloom he fo a aoe 
Mafk’d in the robes of thy domeftic Iman, 
(The prieft appointed. to attend Almeida) _ ae 
To meet the fair in the feraglio garden— © 
Aecefs how eafy, by the prieft conducted f 
Ay TMQ UBAAN vig otro. its ‘ 
Perfia teems with traitors! Uf ied? Se 
: CALED. MCU 4i¢ 
This fhallow Iman, ‘wrought upon by Qihiyi, 
Favour’d the treafon, and betray’d his matter. ; 
A flave was trufted—Aladin, the. eunuch 
Obferve the hand of heaven, my lord—As Aladia - 
Convey’d the borrowed robes to'wily Ofmyn, 
Ali perceiv’d the traitor fteal along, | 
And foon by menaces the truth extorted : 
At length the venal flave | Is wholly our’s. 
AL M ORA N, 
Down, down, afpiring 1 rage,—What follow’d, Caled é 
CAL ED, 
‘The flave fecured, ftraight, Ali wrote, my lord, 
‘To Ofinyn, in the Tnaw’ s chavadter, 
Exadtly fein’d—that-all things were prepared ; 
That Aladin by chance had met the king, 
The injured Hamet, who detain’d the flave 
Till the bleft hour, of meeting.-—Long ere that 0 
Shall happy Almoran deteat, the Ei ce aed a ot Ti 
Long, Jong ere that fhall triumph o ver Almeida. wa 
ALMORAN,. MarR 
Firft fee that Ofmyn,,and that villain Iman, tiivingsab 
Perifh in pains unheard of— : | 
CALED. 
Leave their fate "” 


THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 63 
Tome, my lord—but now enjoy? thy victory. 
Of this aflur’d;) this njght they breathe their laft. 
‘The robes:are'now without, the hour aang 
AEMORAN. Sty OE) 
Thou ready counfellor—but this voice—this face— 
CALE'D.' pORSON D ORRSS 
Art, art, my lord.—Nature is eafy marr’d— 
The face may be conceal’d—it will be night— 
Thick the difguife—thou goeft as Hamet too— 
Almeida ‘is appriz’d—expects her Hamet— 
Ofmyn at hand—-all ready to receive thee, 
And trembling love may breathe its fighs in whifper. 
~~ ALMORAN. 
Yet to what end this labour’d artifice? 
CALED. 
The end of happinefs—‘To make her hate 
‘Yo kindle all the pride of virtue in her : 
By well-fown hints of an unbounded paffion, 
Perhaps by menac’d Forcs, and other lures, 
To roufe her fury, and provoke her fcorn 
Ev’n againft the REAL Hamet—Then retire— 
Refume thyfelf—as Almoran appear, 
And in the fever’d hour of—~ 
ALMORAN. 
Vain attempt ! 
Oh! impotent device to move a love, F 
Fix’d as the central heart within her bofom. 
And how, prefumptuous, doft thou dare to think 
That Almoran will a& the bafe diflembler ; 
Still by aby arts impos’d, and ftill fuecefslefs ? 
ae ay 
Pardon my zealous duty, mighty fultan, 
Since ?tis thy facred pleafure to refign _ 
The beauteous maid—perhaps— 


aie eb art tla ALMORAWN. 
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ALMORAN. : 
Refign her! No!. 

No, by the love and rage that rends my heart, 
Firft fhall this executing arm—Away! 
The effort fhall be try’d—Some circumftance 
Perchance may rife—at leaft *twill foil the arts 
Of thofe vile minions, and fecure Almeida: 
Caled prepare the ‘robes, and wait my coming. ae 
“[ Exit Caren.” 
Meantime this feeble traitor—Ha! he comes, ~~~ 
And Ofmyn too; but Caled will deftroy— 


§ CoBa Nia Hd | 
OSMYN with OMAR in Chains, 
GUARDS WITH SABRES: DRAWN. 
ALMORAN,, OMAR, ORR. ‘ios 


AETMORAN? 
Well, -proud philofopher, is ‘this thy’ vittue ? 
Doft thou at length’ go! forth. to preach rebellion ? ° 
Lo! thy reward. 

Ce ea | 

And what, SAO is thine ? 
In thy own toils entangled, fham’d, defeated! 
Treafon and Omar never can be join’d— 
What thou haft fty!'d rebellion, ‘he calls juftice!l 
And, deeming that a virtue—glories'in it. 

“ALMORAN, ~ 
Thou doft, audacious? “Then fay, rude boafter, — 
What haft thou gain’d by. all this wond’rous virtue, 
But ignominious chains, that now enfold thee ? 
And the tremendous death which waits to feife thee. 
OMAR. 
Theu haft mifcounted, fultan, of my gains,. 
Nor 
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Nor can thy. moft maligdant tyranny” 
Blaft thé bright wreathe that waits to crown my trjumph. 
I’ve acted as’ became me—That’ $a vidory "7 
Thou ne’er wilt know. 


o> ALMORAN.. gem eventos 


. Infenfate moralift : 
Condu& him, Ofnyn, 3 inftant to his cell, ee ee 
Within 1 the traitor’ $ cave enclofe the dotard, Ts 
And leave him, to his fate. a _ [Going., , 


/O M A R. ; 5 
A moment bop i 
I deign to afk it as a parting favour. 
amore I heard my fentencé, Almoran, — 
Unmov’d fhall-brave whate’er thy pride inflidts, 
To ftop the pulfe that foon, without thy aid, 
Would ceafe'to-beat ;° yet a laftipray’r remains’;: 
Let thine own eye furvey me in my fall; 
Let thine own eyé atteft th’ unruffled calminefs 
With which old Omar,lays:down) weary being ; 
And though he could not teach thee, how. to live, ” 
Let him yet teach thee—what it.is to die. , © [Gaing- 
ALMORAN.... 
Exulting flave.. Death fhallnot be thy lot, 
Convey the;traitor, Ofmyn, . from: ouy ecole ; 
Double his weight of fetters ; bind. them hard ;. “oe 
Let evety crevice that admits the. light, ath eodtceads + 
And ev’ry,wholefome gale of heavenly airs... 4.1) 5.097) 
Save what may chain the rebel down to. life, pete Hid 
To ling’ ring, hated life, be fat, repel)? Rey 
See thou obey, or. tremble for, thyfelf. ihe Rate pa 
Remember, ‘Tam Almoran, whofe power ae 
Can ina moment ¢ crufh thee, —Hence (_—Difpateh: 
gre ate 


ee a bak wtons ae f elaqsait 23 
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Schnee gy AN a 
OMAR, OSMYN, 16 5 
«Q) ME PORT + A 
Unhappy, wretched, raging man, farewel ! 
ss In what a blefled time his father died : 
“© Thegods 'forefaw the mifchiefs’ in advance, 
“¢ And took him from fuch anguifh to themfelves,” 
Come, thou difgraceful fervant of the guilty, 
Lead to thefe.glooms—l follow thee undaunted.— 
Dearer to Omar far the dungeon’d darknefs, 
‘Than all the funfhine Ofmyn can enjoy, 
While Ofmyn is the pandar of a tyrant. 
OSMYN. 
Slaves, leave:your prifoner, and wait without ; > 
Remove the mafly bars that clofe his cave— 
I will myfelf condu& the captive thither. [Exit guards 
OMAR. 
Why trifles Ofmyn with his king’ ’s command ? 
He feems difturb’d.— | 
OSM YN. 
Omar, thou ftrik’*#t medatd— 
Survey this seg is nought depicted there 
That fpeaks an alter’d foul ? 
OMAR. 
An alter’d foul ! 
O05, MYN.” 
yer ‘Omar, thou haft fhewn ime to myfelf, 
Long fince, prepar’d to feize fome fair occafion 
Of breaking from the manacles IT wore— 
. Worfe than thefe bonds to thee—Yes, Omar, thou, 
Like the pure mirror in ‘a cherub’s hand, 
Hath held the hideous picture to. my views 
And fhewn to Ofmyn his deformity. 
Here, by the holy pow’rs of heav’n, I fwear— [Kneels. 
OMAR 
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OMAR. 
Ofmyn, -forbear—TIf thou inded art fix’d,— 
If vows have paft between thy foul and thee, 
‘Oaths are furperfluous, impious, and vain : 
The folemn fecret purpofe be thy bond, 
And note of that is‘mark’d above already. 
OSMYN. 
In all things far above me. I'l] not fwear, 
But do a deed ‘fall better fpeak my truth 
Than allothe, lavifh language of the lip. 
Thy gloryis at. hand—thine and Almeida’s.— 
I have, my friend, devis’d a pious fraud 
Toferve an injur’d king, ~“Hamet, this night, 
Vifits his lov’d “..lmeida. That the leaft= 
Freedom and, virtue will attend the iffue— 
A fit difguifey already is prepar’d 
A flave—the trufty Aladin—attends, 
Silent and) ,fafe, to guide the happy Hamet 
To the appointed place. —What’s further purpos’d. 
1 will unfold. hereafter. 
OMAR. 
Generous Ofmyn, 
I need not thank thee—there’s a\god within 
Each honeft breaft,. that well rewards the virtuous. 
What’s to,be;done ? 
OSMYN. 
I’]l tell thee as we pafs. 
A thoufand flaves look up to me for life; 
The tyrant plac’d me o’er them for his pride; - 
Yet do they hate the perfon they protect.— 
‘Thefe, ata nod, I fummon to the cave, 
Where. I will now conduct thee.+—-There, remain 
Till the rich crifis of a juft revenge. 
Truft.to my faith, and fortune is‘our own, 


K2 OMAR, 
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OMAR 


Now, Ofmyn, thou indeed art good’and virtuous, 


And with an honeft j joy my se enfolds thee ! 
[ Embraces. 


But hafte, my friend—fie on. thefe loitering limbs— 
Oh; that awhile I could thake of my age! 

But dven now, fhould nature clofe the fcene, 

Still fhould I doubly triumph in my. death, 


Since Ihave ferv’d my king—and fay’d a Sule 
[ Exeunt. 


oe Cre Were avs 


THE GARDEN OF THE SERAGLIO; THE MOON ABOUT 
TO. SET. 


Entr HAMET. 
At length, by many a maze, I’ve reach’d the garden, 
Scal’d the high walls, and pafs’d the fentinels.— 
Ha! at yon window flames the diftant taper ! 
There! there! e’ennow, perchance—O! hold my brain! 
No more will I-aroufe the fons of Perfia, 
But my own caufe with my own arm avenge. 
Omar, e’er this;»has breath’d his lateft prayer— 
Almeida too—I will not think—Almeida !|— 
O! never more this fabre will I fheathe, 
Till on its point.a brother’s blood !—Forgive— 
Forgive\me,' gods |—Ye have not form’d me fanguine : 
Wrongs, wrongs have wrought me to this dire extreme. 
‘Nor fhall I ftrike a brother, ‘but a tyrant. 
Remote, from notice will |. wait the morn, 
Till Almoran, .as is*his.cuftom, walks” 
To the feraglio, fromthe palace—then 
Shall<anjur’d Hamet pay th’ important debt — 
He owes himfelf, Almeida, and his country. [ Zxit. 


SCENE 


ro 


ty}? 2 


“THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 6g 


paBGeog Maboongt HAN AE 
: nammE per O SM YN: | 
The'n moon hath veil’d her orb, a few faint ‘ftreaks 
Silver the fomb’téus fhades, to note her parting. 
Tis near the moment Aladin fhould come. 


The monarch his high charge—foft—they.re here, 
Aladin‘ Jeads the way. 


S.C. NM E VI. 


_ ALMORAN (difguifed). 
[Starts back at feeing OsmyN. 


. OSM YN. 

My royal matter, 
Accept the willing homage of my heart, 
A firft fair offering at the fhrine-of virtue. 
Welcome to liberty and fair Almeida. 
Thy Omar’s fafe—the guards are far remov’d— 
‘The tyrant fleeps, perchance 5, or if he wakes, 
Sufpects not—all’s fecure—Almeida waits 
"The fignal. 


ALMOR AN. 
This sea for. me, a tin 
[ Embracing. 
Oh! Alihoran, to what art aahoe reduc’ ©  PAfide. 
OSM YN: 


Tis the twelfth hour—and fee, my gracious lord, 
Faithful Almeida comes.—+Thou, “Aladin, 

Still wait—Farewel.!, my lord—-be She 
I go to © guard thy privacy  [ Exit. 


SCE NOE 
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SC EAN ABA VGR 
ALMEIDA with CRYSAN'THE, from the feraglic. 


ALMEIDA. 
This‘is the place my Hamet, has appointed, 
And this the filent unfufpeG@ed hour.— 
Yonder he walks, Crifanthe—O,! my. heart ! 

[Geing, to him. 

Muffled, as he now is, by night’s dun fhades 
And gloomy robes, my bofom owns its lord— 
My love, my Hamet !—Thus receive my welcome. 


[ Embraces. 
ALMORAN. 

Her tender preflure pays for every pang. [ Afide. 
ALMEIDA. 


Much did I fear,the tyrant Almoran: 

“¢ Yes, ‘gracious prince, {till doth thy virtuous fpirit, 

‘¢ F’en ’gainft thyfelf, defend a brother’s fame— 

.“* Defend the man which wrongs thee”—But, nor toil, 
Unwearied watchfulnefs, nor life itfelf, 

Paft in fubfervience to his dark defignings, 

Prevents the fudden whirlwind of-his rage, 

Nor checks the frenzy of that lawlefs foul, 


. S1ie ALMORAN, 
Is’t pofiible ! ; i St 
ALMEJTDA. 
Ofmyn has told ‘me all— 
All that relates to that perfidious monfter. 
‘The man who ferves him, like a‘wretch condemn’d, 
Fancies he hears, in every pafling gale— 
"That ruthes by ae dungeon, fome fwift fate ; 
The favage bowltring, or the fanguine mute.. 
“tml a amde AL MOR A'N® fafde?) 
Oh! } agony extreme!—Said Ofmyn this? 


ALMEIDA: 
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: ALMEIDA. 
Were this a place for words, O! much lov'd youth, 
Infulted partner of a throne degraded— 

Were this a place for converfe—I could tell thee, 
How fovereign hate furrounds the gloomy palace, 
And fheds tremendous darknefs o’er the.fceptre, 
How all the hearts of Perfia wrung with flavery, 
Throb in their loyal bofoms:to be. free— < 
And how that gem, whichoin thy father’s. reign 
Shone brightly Ia :mbernit asthe flame of life—_. 

‘That gem which regal_power would feize in vain, 
Prerogative ufurp, or riches ybribe— 

‘TH’ AFFECTION OF His sUBJECTS—AII is loft : 

«© While hate and horror, flattery, and falfehood— 
‘© The fecret murmur, and the mining treafon, 

‘¢ Are goneabroad, like fome wide-wafting peffy i)! 
“* To frighten every virtue from the empire.?’ .79 ¥ 


~ALMORAN. a 
Indeed !—Is Almoran 2—My heart i is rent. {afiden 
‘ALMEIDA. en een 


But foon the lofty tyrant from his height— 
O! my beft Hamet, hail: the radiant hour— 
Falls, like a ftar from heav’n, The time’s at hand” 
When Hamet thall refume the wrefted {ceptre 5 ; 
When peace her facred. birth-place fhall regain, 
And honeft loyalty, once more look upwards : 
All Perfia watches the eventful crifis, 
And not a flave—a vaflal here immur’d, } 
But hath to-virtuous Hamtet vow’d allegiances" 9°" 
This very night will wait his fovereign mandate,’ 
Avow their feorn of Almoran and guilt,” 
Led on by daring fpirits form’d_ for freedom : 

[Shews a be 6 
And hercren ete Tord, behold am arm’d 
‘To aid the glorious caufe— 


Ha !—thou art not well, my lord—You feel too much 
For 


42 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 


For an ungrateful brother—But no more 
I'll mame the tyrant—fince it pains my Hamet. 
Come then, my lord—behold Almeida ready 9 
Ofmyn conduéts my fire—Crifanthe’s here, 
Lead thou the way- 
ALMORAN. 
Soft—fome fafer means. 


ALMEIDA. 
What means remain ? 
ALMORAN. 


‘The means to feize 
‘That j joy which flavifh forms— 


ALMEIDA. 
Away, 
‘Thou worfe than Almoran—Away ! 
ALMORAN. 
Thus Jet me claim the rights of generous love. 


ALMEIDA, 
All, all but this Almeida could have borne : 
Her fate was never defperate ’till this moment. 
Ev’n in the darkeft hour of her diftrefs, 
She thought on thee—fhe thought on virtuous Hamet ; 
Hoarded his fondnefs with a mifer’s care ; 
And when the piercing forrow {mote her heart, 
His lov’d idea, like a charm divine, 


Still’d the fad figh, and check’d the falling tear. 


ALMORAN. 

When will Almeida from thefe dreams awake ? 
ALMEIDA. 

Nay then ’tis time to treat thee as thou art. 

In the foft hour of peace, I am a woman, 

And not unmindful of my fex’s province ; 

But in the trying moment of difhonour [draws the dagger. 

5 I tow’ 
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I tow’r above the female’s fancied terrors, 
And meet the ruffian with a hero’s. boldnefs « 
See heav’n hath arm’d my hand—Defift or fall, 


§' Co Eg Ne Ae ave. 


Ener HAMET. 
Surely I heard— 
Villain forbear—O ! all ye ‘Fods— ALngiee 
ALMORAN (throws off the difguife. ) 
Ha !—Who art thou—’Tis Almoran—Ha eaiamet! 
ALMEIDA. 
Almoran !—Ah! poor betray’d Almeida, [ Paints. 
HAME T. 


Ha ! betray’d !—Now then accurfed king— 
' [They fight, ALMoRAN difarm’d, 


Guilt brings the haughty tyrant to the earth— 
Behold the mighty Almoran difarm’d ! 


‘A 7 MORA N, 
Strike—ftrike—I will not bear the load of life. 


HAME T.. 
IT need not fhed thy blood——Thy copicjence bleeds 
Already 


S$ Ci ibe BN px, 


CA LE D and A L I (with lights.) 
AL MORAN, 
Ye loitering villains—feize—this inftant feize— 
HAMET. 
Approach and dic 
| pes ees Ok Ne 
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S.C EN E .X, 


ENTER OM AR AND OSMYN, AT THE HEAD OFA LARCE 
PARTY. 


ALMOR a N. 
More treafon-flaves! 
OMAR. 

Seize, but fhed no blood.” 

HAMET: 
Hah !—Omar }—Ofmyn !— Almoran difaisa I 
Oh! my brave friends, help, help, thy wretched Biaieeee 
Rife injur’d excellence to life and Hamet. - j 

ALMORAN. 
Kill me, ye flaves, and I forgive the treafon : 
Unhand me, or by heaven—O ! fhame, ies fhame ! 

ALMEIDA. algae Be 
Profound aftonifhment, chains 8's fenfe ! 
Ah! righteous providence, what art’s involy* d. 

HAMET, 

My fears for thee—— 

ALMEID A. . 

Thy fears were vain, my lord— 
Thou faw’ft me arm’d= 5): 
HAME ce 
Then I am bleft'indeed —Thy father’s fafe, 
And all the tears he'theds are tears) of joy. 
But ftilPthat haplefs man--It wounds my foul: . 
To fee the lofty fpiritfinking in defpair 5 
And nature yet demands a brother’s paufe , 
Sufpended o’er his fate. : 

ALMORAN. 

Thou fhalt not chain me to the wheel of life— 


Fierce throes of heart, and agonies unheard of, 
Sit 
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Sit vulture+like upon— Stand off —I willinot; 
No--no power on earth fhall hold the hand of juftice: 
[ Breaks from the guards. 
Lo it is Be bacilli sso I owe thee much— 
How then to, pay thee ?—thus—thus—and thus. 
[Stabs himfelf. 
Hamet, thy fears are paft—I faint apace—approach— 
Ah! gently —Let me die upon thy bofom. 
Much have I wrong’dI can offend nomore. [Dies. 
HA ME @. 
Ha! Almoran—my brother— once lov’d friend, 
Alas! too late convine’d, 
Save me, Almeida, from this dreadful fight. 
»yvdo Acla MLE E DA. 
ae Almoran—My foul forgives thee! 
OS MY.N. 
Hail injur’d king, the eaftern world is thine. 
) HAM ET. 
I afk not now the means of this {trange fortune ; 
But ere I tafte the bounty of the gods 
Dath’d with fome bitternefs—prepare that corpfe 
For the cold grave, with every regal honour’: 
And may his failings with his duft be buried. 
The forfeit paid, how dark foe’er the crimes, 
Tis our’s to pardon, friends, and not to punifh. 
. OMAR.: 
Then Perfia fhall revive, and all be well, 
Behold Ambition humbled in the duft, 
The guilty Minion trembles_at his crimes, 
In this good man returning virtue fmiles, 
In your bleft /elves, mychildren, we may trace 
‘The fure rewards‘of conftaney and truth, 
‘The meed of goodnefs—and CONSENT OF HEAY’N,, 
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Spoken by Mifs FARREN. 


F late at Weftminfter*, in order due, 
A gracious fpeech firft made, debates enfue. 

Ere then, in this fu// hou/e, our author’s fate 
Becomes the fubject of your warm debate— 
Ere yet you oppofition-criticks rife 
To move for cenfures, and refufe fupplies; 
Or partial friends pour down corrupt applaufe, 
By orders penfion’d in the author’s caufe, 
From either party—none will fure impeach 
My fovereign title to pronounce the fpeech, 

Thro’ me the mufe her Joyal /ubje@s greets— 
Tho’ I fpeak ftanding, and you keep your feats—— 
Pleas’d that fo full a houfe attends the fummons 
Pit—Box—and Gallery—Peers and faithful Commons— 
With deep concern fhe bids me here relate 
What dangers threaten the dramatic ftate— 

What hofts of foes her tottering realms invade, 

By fafhion mufter’d, and by folly paid: 

While Tafe, her old ally, unmov’d we fee, 

And Spleen preferves an arm’d neutrality. 

See firft come on—all arm’d in whale-bone hoops— 
The tuneful leaders of the Italian troops. 

Long have they wag’d——too oft with conqueft crown’d— 
The doubtful confli& betwixt fenfe and found, 

Allied with thefe——in hoftile bands advance 

The light-heel’d legions of invading France. 

To point her thunders on our Britith coaft, 

Year after year, has been vain Gallia’s boaft. 

‘Their troops embark—the bold attempt is plann’d— 
Their heroes threaten—and their dancers land.— 
Thefe only put their threats in execution, 

And lay all London under contribution. 


Immortal 


* The firft night's reprefentation happened on the opening of 
parliament, 
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Immortal chiefs! who on one leg can do 

What yet no warrior has atchiev’d on two. 

Like Rome’s proud victor, in their fierce attack, 

They come, they fee, they conquer, and—go back, 

And, modern Jafons, as of old in Greece, 

Sail home triumphant with the golden fleece, 
Before fuch dangers fhall we proftate fall? 

Or, like true Britons, boldly brave them all? 

If fairly led, we’ll bid their hoft defiance, 

Diffolv’d a late axnatural alliance ; 

Our leader too fhall now affiftance lend, 

Not promifefuccours, and delay to fend: 

But chiefly Lere——our hopes and courage lie 

In you, our trueft friend and beft ally~— 

Support our Bard to-night, and on his part 

Receive the ¢rzbute of a grateful heart— 

Thro’ me receive, and here again T’'ll’ meet ye, 

A& as ambaffadrefs, and fign the treaty. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


To thofe who. are not converfant in the hiftory of 
the Afiatic nations, it may not be improper to give in 
brief, the ftory upon which the Tragedy of Zingis is 
founded, as it is taken from the Taricu MocutistTan, 
or Hiftory of the Mogul Tartars, written in the Per- 
fian language. . 

In the twelfth century, moft of the Tartar Ordas, or 
tribes, though governed by their ownchiefs, paid tribute 
to the king of, the Orda of the Keraits, who held his 
court under the title of the Granp Cuan, in the city 
of Caracorum, well known fince by the name of Orda- 
balich. The famous Zingis Chan, who afterwards con- 
quered all the countries from the fea of Canton in China 
to the Nile, was prince of the Niron tribe of Tartars ; 
and from his early youth ferved in the armies of Aunac, 
the Grand Chan; and at laft rofe to the command of all 
his forces. Zemouca, chief of the Siogarates, fupplanted 
Zingis in Aunac’s favor. Zingis was diferaced. He 
retired to his Orda, which was in fome meafure indepen- 
dent of the Grand Chan. Aunac purfued Zingis with 
a fmall force, and was defeated. In the enfuing year 
Aunac was, in a pitched battle, totally routed by Zingis ; 
Zangon the prince royal was flain, andthe only daughter 
of Aunac, Ovifa Lugin, fell into the conqueror’s hands. 
Zingis having determined to give Ovifa in marriage to 
his favorite fon Oétar, who afterwards fucceeded him 
in the empire of all Afia, occafioned an infurrection 
under Timur another of his fons, who was in love 
with the princefs. ‘Timur fell in his rebellion, Ovifa 
died of grief, and the unfortunate monarch, Aunac, 
was killed in his flight, from an action, in which he 
was defeated by a part of the army of Zingis. 

Zingis Chan, whether we regard him as a conqueror 
or legiflator, was, perhaps, the greateft prince, that 
ever appeared in hiftory. He not only fecured the 
empire of all Afia to his pofterity for fome ages, but 

3 | even 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


even to this day, two-thirds of that immenfe continent 
remain in the pofleffion of princes of his blood. So 
fortunate was he in his children and defcendents, that 
many of them did not yield in abilities to him ; and ~ 
they would, perhaps, have equalled him in fame, had 
his {word left them more to conquer.—The Empe- 
ror of China, the Mogul of India, the great Chan of 
“Fartary, and the princes of the Krim Tartars derive 
their blood from Zingis ; and it is remarkable that, at 
one period, there were five hundred crewned heads of 
his racein Afia. e 


This Day is Publifbed, Rae tp 


In Two Volumes Quarto, with a new and accurate.Map, and 
Frontifpiece toeach Volume.. Price 11. 10s. in boards. 


A HE Hiftory of Hindoftan from the earlieft Account of Time, 

to the Death of Akbar. Tranflated from the Perfian of Ma- 
hummud Cafim Ferifhta of Delhi. Together, with a Differtation 
concerning the Religion and Philofophy of the Brahims; with an 
Appendix containing the Hitory of the Mogul Empire, from its 
decline in the Reign of Mahummud Shaw to the prefent Times. _ 


By ALEXANDER DOW, Ef; 


2. The Hiftory of Hindoftan, from the Death of Akbar, to the 
complete Settlement of the Empire under Aurungzebe. . x 


To which are prefixed, 


1. A Differtation on the Origin and Neture of Defpotifm in 
Hindoftan, 2, An Enquiry into the State of Bengal ; with’ 
a Plan tor reftoring that Kingdom to its former Profperity 
and Splendor, In one Vol. 4to. Price 11. 10s. in Boards. 


By the fame, 
3. Taxes, Tranflated from the Perfian, In two Vols. 5 s. Sewed- 


By the fame. 
‘The above are printed for T, Becker, in the Srranb. 


PER GO ORG “Ua: 
By Mr. H OM E, 
Spoken by Mr. HOLLAND. 


To O much the Greek and Roman chiefs engage 
The mufes care,—they languith on our Stage; 
The Modern Bard, {truck with the vaft applaufe 

Of ancient mafters, like the painter draws 

From models only ;— can fuch copies charm 

The heart, or like the ‘glow of nature warm ? 


To fill the fcene, to night our Author brings. 
Originals at leaft,—warriors and kings — : 
Heroes, who like their gems vinpolith’d thine, 
The mighty fathers of the Tartar line ; 
Greater than thofe, ‘whom Claffic pages boaft, 
Tf thofe are greateft, who have conquer’d molt, 


Such is the fubjeét—fuch the Poet’s theme, 
If a rough Soldier may affume that name ; 
Who does not offer you from Fancy ftore, 
Manners and_men.—On India’s burning fhore, 
In warlike toils, he pafs’d his youthful years, 
And met the Tartar, in the ftrife of {pears ; 
But tho’ he liv’d amidft the cannons roar, 
Thunder like yours he never fac’d before ; 
Liften indulgent to his artlefs ftrain, 
Nor let a Soldier, quarter aflc in vain. 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


M E N. 
Zingis, emperor of Tartary, Mr. Aickin. 
Aunac, the dethron’d emperor, Mr. Packer. 
Timur, the fon of Zingis, Mr. Hotranp. 
Zemouca, general to Aunac, Mr. ReEppIsnH. 
Cubla wear Mr. JEFFERSON. 
t Tartar Princes, JEFFER 

Zena Mr. Patmer. 


Nevian, primeminiftertoZingis, Mr.BannisTER. 
Sidafco, a general in the arm 
Wore . tit Mr. Hurst. 
of Zingis, 


as acai 3 nt ge 8) gi «Firm 


Ovifa, the daughter of Aunac, Mifs Youncz. 
Mila, the wife of Cubla, Mrs. STEPHENS. 


Officers, Guards, Meffengers, Attendants, &c. 


SCENE, The Moon fetting behind a Hill, and 
the Dawn of Morning, 


Ente CUBL A. 


CUBLA. 


Ti E waining moon has fet behind the hill, 
And the faint twilight of the morning feems 
To wander o’er the Eaft.—The ftorms that long 
Have fhook the defart, now are pafs’d away, 
And Altay’s ftream retards the war no mote ; 
Here Zingis forms the Nirons of the weft ; 

And royal Aunac on the farther fhore 

Marfhals the Naimans, and demands his throne. 


B Enter 


S ee) TINGS 


Enter NEVIAN. 
NEVIAN. 


The emperor of Tartary commands 
Thy prefence, Cubla. 


G@ UB Lea. 

Zingis fhould have cloath’d 
His haughty meffage in lefs odious terms. 
Does he prefume to hope that I will join 
His rebel fword.againit his ancient lord ? 
Tho’ near ally’d to Zingis—tho’ I own 
His parts unequal’d—his defert in arms— 
Nevian, my foul approves not of the means 
By which he feiz’d the fcepter of the Eaft ; 
And drove great Aunac from the Tartar throne. 


NEV LA N; 


Tis lefs a vaffal’s duty to approve 
Than to obey his fovereign’s high commands. 


CUBLA. 


A vaftal! By that honor which defcends 
.From a long line of anceftors to Cubla, 
‘My foul rejects the thought.— What tho’ my tribe 
In Aunac’s wide dominions form’d a ftate, 
And my brave fathers liften’d to the voice 
That iffi’d from the throne, and rofe in arms 
When war was in the field ;s— fhall I become 
The property of treafon—be transferr’d 
. The mean appendage of a crown ufurp’d ? 


NEWV LAN; 


A TRAGEDY. 3 


NEVIAN, 


Beware of treafon—Cubla, can thy tribe, 

Bold as thou art, and confident in war, 
Contend with him who rules the Eaftern world ? 
Zingis is king—and now that homage claims 
Which thou didft pay to the imperial throne.— 


CUBLA. 
Prefumptuous man !—does he preferibe to Cubla, 
Or talk of homage '—he who broke all ties 


That bind the faith of fubjeéts to theif Kings ! 
Whence is his right deriv’d ? 


NUE VY IA 
He has been wrong’d 


CAly BBA; 


Wrong’d didft thou fay ?—what wrongs can juftify 
His ufurpation.—Should the world permit 
Private ambition thus to feize on crowns, 
Each daring villain that defpifes life 
Would be the king or tyrant of mankind. 

Neko VelOA-N, 


Rafhly thou doft condemn.—Does Cubla know 

The caufe and progrefs of this bloody war ? 
CEB Ly | 

From the chill bofom of the ftormy north, 

From Corea’s diftant clime, where I have long 

Employ’d my fword againft my country’s foes ; 

Laft night arriv’d amidft domettic broils, 

I know not aught but that my king’s dethron’d. 

Ba NEVIAN, 


4 a7 TSG ieee, 
NUE VLAN. 


The prince of Soigara—the bold Zemouca, 

Was the firft mover of this civil war, 

He, jealous of the fame and deeds of Zingis, 

And that high confidence his rival held 

With eee the royal ear convey’d 

Malicious falfhoods, and intended treafon. 

At length the monarch lifVning to. his voice, 

Divefted Zingis of his high command. 

The chief retir’d, and darkly pafs’d along, 

To his Own native tribe—the hardy Nirons— 

They thought him wrong’d—they ftarted to their 
arms, 

Determin’d to defend him from his foes, 

Zemouca came—his hoft was roll’d away. 

The king advanc’d; in Tangut’s bloody field, 

The valiant Zingis triumph’d o’er his lord. 

Amidft his ruin’d armies in the fight 

The Son of Aunac, graceful Zangon, fell ; 

Whilft o’er his manel’ d corfe his father fled, 

And left his capital and throne to Zingis. 


CUBLA, 


Zemouca was to blame.—’T was dangerous 

To drive a hero to the laft extreme. 

The very coward, when bereft of hope, 

Turns on the lifted fword that threatens death. 
But now let Zingis grant his fovereien peace, 
And give the nations back to inhi vaes s {way ; 
Fame will applaud the deed, He hopes in vain 


The 


A TRAGEDY. 5 


The aid of Cubla to fupport his crimes: 
But fince my fifter was his favorite fpoufe, 
And gaye to him a fon—the princely Timur ; 
For Timur’s fake I will not join his foes. 
. NEVIAN. 


*Tis not enough. Inflexible—fevere, 
Tenacious of his power, and, like a god, 
Decifive in his councils—he declares 
Himfelf the foe of temporizing friends. 
Confult thy fafety.—Know, the Naiman prince 
Betrays his fovereign, and folicits peace. 

© UBL A. 


Betrays the king to Zingis ! Tell your lord, 

Should he imbrie his fall in Aunac’s biood, 

Cubla muft be his foe.—My fafety refts 

Upon my fword.—This day I would confer 

With Zingis—quickly I will join his camp. 

Hatfte, and convey this anfwer to your chief, 
N Eevi lian; 


It grieves me to behold my former friend 

Thus rufhing headlong into certain ruin. 

Cubla, let me conjure thee—guard thy words, 
And talk not thus of Zingis.—He is ftern.— 
T’ll bear a milder anfwer to the king, [Exit Nev. 


et + “Enter ZEN A. 
ERI de 
Hail, prince of Eluth! 
(2U BL. A. 


Noble Zena, ‘whence ? 
ZENA. 


6 NHL N sGu le Sin 


ZEN A, 
Straight fon the tents of Zingis —— 
CUBLA. : ‘ 
Zingis knows - 
Already Cubla’s mind.—Has Zena’s fword, " 
With fortune, turn’d againft his antient king ? | 
ZEN A. 


Blame not thy friend, tho’ the event of war 
Hath made me vaffal to fuccefsful Zingis ; 
My foul is faithful to unhappy Aunac, 
I mean to ferve him. 

CUBLA. 

Darken’d is his fate 

ZEN A, 
Tho’ few his friends fince fortune left his fide, 
Tho’ {carce his ftreneth his armour can fuftain,- 
Still unfubdu’d in foul, to Altay’s banks . 
He leads the poor remains of former fields, 
And ftrives to raife his hoary head above 


The cloud of his misfortunes. On thy aid 
He reft his latter hopes. 


CUBLA. 
The faithlefs Naiman 
Betrays his king. ; . 
ZENA. 
That Cubla may prevent—— 
CU BL A 
Explain thy words; ——— » 
ZENA, 


 Zemouca will Beg E 
His aged king—Nay more, will raife him high,— 
Again 


A TRAGED‘Y. 4 
Again reftore him to the Tartar throne. 
He plans a daring purpofe in his foul. 
- He near this place is ftriding thro’ the night, 
Like the dark genius of devoted Zingis. 
*Tis thine to point his thunder to the mark, 
And roufe difhonour’d Timur. 

CU BL eA. 
Ha! difhonour’d 


Were Timur’s backward {teps beheld in war ? 
Did Timur fly ? 


IDEN AL 
Untarnifh’d is his fame. 
CU BLA. 
Whence, then, is this unmerited difgrace, 
That har ngs ‘fo darkly on my fifter’s fon ? 
ny? ZEN fe 
When with his ruin’d arivies Aunac fled 
From Tangut’s bloody field, young Timur pre'd 
Upon the rear and feiz’d the haplefs king, 
As faint and wounded by a brook he lay, 
His grey head leaning on his daughter’s breaft, 
His only child, the beautiful Ovifa. 
The hero faw—he pitied, and he lov’d 
Brought the fair captive to the Niron camp, 
But gave her father’s freedom to her tears ; 
She in return beftow’d on him her heart. 
For this, fierce Zingis from his prefence drove 
His generous fon.—The exil’d Aunac heard 
Of his fair daughter’s love—her choice approv'd, 
And, by an ena, propos’d to yield 
The bright Ovifa to young Timutr’s arms ; 
To name him heir of Tartary fhould Zingis 
» Confent to end, with peace, this civil war. 
CUBLA. 


z 
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CrU~ Bais. 
Yet {till the tyrant keeps his fword unfheathed.— 
| ZENA. 
He does—nay more—to-morrow Octar comes, 
His favorite fon, tho’ by a fecond bed, - 
To wed the weeping captive—to derive 
From her a title to the Tartar throne. 
But ere to-morrow fhould’ft thou join thy fword 
To bold Zemouca—Aunac ftill might reign, 
And name young Timur heir to all his realms. 
OU" Balan, 


But what intends Zemotca P 


Ze No As 
With the king 
To crofs the Altay when the night returns, 
With terrible affault to rufh on Zingis 
Amidft his armies. —By a ereat exploit 
To win the Eaft, or lofe his noble life. 
Hé fent me hither—bade me to entreat 
His fifter’s hufband—his own former friend —~ 
If yet the memory of what Aunac was—— 
If pity for a failing line of kings, 
Who rul’d mankind with juttice, touch thy breaft— 
Cole Bris A. 

Go—bid the chief approach.—This great defign 
Becomes the fpirit of the bold Zemouca. [Exit Zen, 
Th’ injuftice done to Timur—the difgrace 
Thrown on my line—the partial favor fhown 
To Oétar, fit not eafy on my mind, 
The voice of Aunac toa—the dying voice 


Of 


A TRA GE D-Y, r 
Of ruin’d Majefty is ecchoing here. 
I will fupport him. 
Enter MIL A. 
Partner of my life! 
What anxious cares fend Mila from her tent, 
At this dull hour of darknefs, when the world 
Sleeps in the fkirts of the retiring night ; 
‘MILA. 
Why didft thou leave me, Cubla? Is there aught 
Unfriendly from the Niron ? 
1G UB A 
No, — retire. — 
MILA, 
To meditate alone, befpeaks a mind 
Not well at eafe, let Mila fhare the grief 
That labours in thy bofom. 
CUBLA. 
. By out loves, 
I know no caufe of grief. Determined minds 
Brood not upon misfortunes ; they forget 
The accidents of life. When this bafe world. 
Shall throw difgrace upon them, forth they rufh, 
Swift as the lightening’ s flafh that wings the ftotm, 
And right themfelves. 
MIL A. 
| Has Zena then inform’d— 
cee us 
Yes, Mila, all; I know how Cubla ftands 
With that prefumptuous man. He has diferac’d 
Me, in my nephew Timur, yet expects ‘ 
My aid in battle. MILA, 


“A elo Ny ale Ss 


MILA. 

He commands it, Cubla, 
Nay threatens difobedience with thofe frowns, 
That lords affume to vaffals, when they fail 
In duty to the throne. This hour, Ovifa, 
By. private meffage, to my ears conveyed 
His gloomy purpofe. 

CUBLA. 
What can he intend ? 
Mila leas 

To treat thee as a foe, fhouldft thou delay 
To pafs beneath his ftandard with the morn. 
This tedious march from Corea’s diftant realms, 
He conftrues into treafon ; but the caufe | 
Lies in his policy, thou art the lord 
Of Eluth’s warlike tribe. A chief of pow’r, — 
And dang’rous in the ftate.. The king himfelf, 
The all-fubduing Zingis, mark’d the path 
Which leads to empire, and he fears that Cubla 
May do-with him, what he has done to Aunac. 


7 CUBLA. 
I am befet with perils, — yet this ftate 
Suits well the active tenor of my foul, 
Which loves to dwell in ftorms. I have refoly’d 
To ftretch my hand to Aunac, and fupport 
That ruin of a king. (Noi/e within.) But hark! 


what noife - 
Swells in the camp of Zingis ?— Go, my love — 
Regain the tent — I muft explore the caufe 
From whence this tumult rofe. — By dawn of day 


3 Pit 
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I'll meet thy brother to concert the plan 
Of deeds more daring, than were e’er atchiev’d. 
[ Exit. 
MILA. 
*Tis done, — but ftill my fears 
Enter Z EM O.U.-C A, 
ZEMOUCA, 
My fifter’s voice ! —_——— 
MILA, 
My lord Zemouca, welcome to my foul ! 

O chief of the Soigara ! — from what a world 
Of troubles art thou come ! 
Z4ZEMOU COA, 

Yes — I have ftrove 
With fome difafters, Mila, fince the Niron 
Led his rebellious tribe to Tangut’s field, 
And triumph’d o’er his lord. Had loyalty 
Been lefs my choice — Had eafe been more my 

care, 
Than felf-approving honor, and that pride 
Which lov’d to ftand alone, when Tartary 
Fell in the ftream of conqueft to a chief, 
I once fcarce own’d my equal, I might ufe 
The day to vifit Mila, and have thrown 
This cloud, I borrow, from the night, away. 
NM Loy Ag 
How fares it with the king ? 
226) M-O-USCrA: 
Not fuch his ftate, 

As when in Ordu-bala’s fplendid halls 


He rul’d the nations — On the farther fide 
C 3 Of 
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Of Altay’s foaming courfe, my tribe furrounds 
The king of Tartars — narrow, is the camp 
Of him, who covered Afia with his hofts ! 
But ftill this fun which moves behind a ftorm, 
May iffue forth, and fhew his evening beans, 
Before he fets in night. 
MILA. 
Should Naima’s prince 


Prevail in battle — 
Z EM: @ UrC,;A: 
May heaven’s lightning blaft 
His armies and himfelf. Perfidious man ! 
He treats with Zingis. 
Will A: 
Tartary is loft 
The houfe of Aunac trembles to its bafe, 
And in its ruins will involve Zemouca. 
Why doft thou ftand, againft a world in arms, 
With unavailing valor ? 
ZEMOUCA, 
Hear me, Mila; 
Ere next the night fhall from thefe fields retire, 
Aunac fhall reign o’er Afia. I have form’d 
A plot with Zena, in the Niron camp. 
Cubla will join us with his warlike tribe. 
At the dead midnight hour, we mean to ruth 
On Zingis in his tent. 


MILA. 


| To rufh on Zingis | 
The deed, is defperate. 


ZEMOUCA. 
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 ZEMOUCA. 
We claim thine aid 
‘To forward our defign. To thee is known 
The love of Timur, and his late difgrace 
For the efcape of Aunac. Thro’ their tribes 
The Nirons murmur for their gallant prince 
Who led them often to the fields of fame. 
Go to Ovifa: let her arm the fon 
Of haughty Zingis in her father’s caufe. 
Thus fhall fhe wreft from tyranny the world, 
And rule the nations with the man the loves. 
MILA, 


And does my brother then refign Ovifa? 
ZEMOUCA. 
No—Miila, no.—She beams upon me ftill, 
Thro’ all this tempeft which involves my foul, 
The Queen of Afia ! But I mutt be calm, 
The fofter paffions fuit not with a ftate 
So defperate as mine, Zemouca firit 
Muft ftretch his hand to Zingis, the event 
May lead thy brother to his foul’s defire. 
Why, Mila, why in tears ? 
MILA. 
I'll bear, my lord, 
Thy meffage to Ovifa. But my mind 
Forbodes, I never fhall behold thee more. 
ZEMOUGA. 
That heaven alone can tell — my filter flay |! — 
Perhaps thou’lt ne’er behold me, — and: thy. lord 
Treads too a dangerous path. Let;not our foes 


In thee extend their triumph to our: duft, 
Take 
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Take this ——— [giving a dagger. 
It is thy brother’s gift. — Our houfe 
Was ne’er difhonour’d. 
Mo Im iede. 
Son of daring Tangor ! 
Our houfe was ne’er difhonoured, nor fhall Mila 
Stain the unclouded glories of her line. 
I know the purpofe of this prefent—Here 
| [putting it in her bofom, 
This friend fhall reft. YTPll call it to my aid 
When thou canft not defend me from my foes. 
[ Exzt. 
CUBLA entering with CAREDI. 
CUBLA. 


Caredi, haften. Call the chiefs to arms, 
Roufe my brave Eluths—I will join them ftraight, 
I'like not this confufion, this uproar, 
That Zingis raifes round him in his camp, 
He may perhaps intend — My lord Zemouca, 
¥ [embraces him. 
How fares it with my brother and my friend; 
I fear our zeal for aged Aunac’s caufe 
Shall not avail. 
Z¥E-M.Q-UcC A. 
Has Cubla learn’d from whence 
This tumult rofe? 
CUD aaa 
| All night the high divan 
Sat in the tent of Zingis, and gave ear 
To proffered terms, from Naima’s perjur’d prince. 
*Tis faid they were accepted. But the voice 
Of 
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Of war refounds thro’ all the Niron camp. 
The nations ftart, with ardor, to their arms; 
Some daring enterprize is formed by Zingis, 
Againft deferted Aunac. 
ZEMOUCA, 

Fear not that— 
Tho’ Zingis loves to move thro’ bloody fields, 
He tries not, force, where policy avails. 


If Naima promis’d, with her fovereien’s blood, 
To end this conteft, Zingis will delay 

To crofs the Altay. — When the night defcends, 
I will remove the king, — at once prevent 

The Naiman’s tretichery, and rid the world 
Of the ufurper. 
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COW PBSL A. 
But that eagle fits 
Too watchful on his rock, — we muft not truft 


Much -to the foes negleét, for Zingis-owes 
To fortune lefs his greatnefs, ‘hin to fkill 
In war’s extenfive art. — We are too few 
To reach him, 'thrq’ his armies ; we mutt raife 
Some other fwords to penetrate thofe lines 
The Niron draws around him. 
ZEM OU CA. 

Our fuccefs 
Depends not on our numbers, We command 
A hardy race, the Tartars of the north, 
Whofe fouls partake the nature of the ftorms, 
That rufh acrofs their climate. They delight 
In the abrupt decifion of the {word, 
And love a deed of danger. Nor on them 
Reft all our hopes : the fair Ovifa arms 
Difhonour’d Timur. in her father’s caufe. 

His 
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His late diferace, ambition, love, revengé, 
Shall urge him oh ; and fhould the chief ‘prefer 
A tame fubmiffion to the will of Zingis, 
To Aunac’s daughter, and the Tartar throne, 
Our glory muft be greater, and our fame 
oe proportion’d to the perils round us. 
CANE i A; 
Friend of the haplefs Aunac ! — In thy voice 
Speaks forth the hero, and thy noble fire 
Falls on my foul, and kindles it to flame. 
Ere next the ight which now burfts from the Eatt; 
Shall gleam on Altay’s ftreams, the Tartar tribes 
Shall own another lord. Myfelf will roufe 
The lion Timur ; if that fpirit dwells 
In him, which ‘animates th’? Eluthian line, 
Difhonour fits not lightly on his mind. 
But where,.Zemouca, fhall my tribe receive 
The king to night ? i 
ZEMO U.C A. 

Upon that narrow point; 
Thou feeft a lonely oak. —.The morning ftar-_~ 
Looks thro’ its wav’ring branches, — there the 

rock 
Stretching into the Altay, breaks the ftream, 
And forms a peaceful eddy. In that place 
Shall Aunac land, when the wan moon defcends 
Behind the weftern hills. 
CUBTL A. 
I will attend 
To-day the court of Zingis, and difguife 
For once, a foul that fcorns to hide its hate. 
I will exhibit every mark of zeal, 
To 
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To blot fufpicion from his jealous mind. 
And tufn the keenefs of his eye from Cubla. 
But leave this camp, the dawn already gleams 
Along the field. Go, — in that fhow’r retire, 
That darkly rufhes o’er the Altay’s courfe. [Exit, 

ZEMOUCA. 
Whilft this blunt warrior, void of all defign, 
Can thus encounter perils unconcern’d, 
Shall I, whofe eye is fix’d upon a crown, 
And on the brighteft ftar that ever rofe 
Upon the eaftern world, — the fair Ovifa — 
Shall I fhrink back ? — Shall I encourage doubt 
To fhake my refolution ? — Hence — away — 
All further fear of death ; already he 
Hath ftalk’d around me in each hideous form. — 
But yet this ftubbornefs of heart — this pride, 
Which bore me up againft this profperous man, 
Hath quite fatigued my foul, — [ll ftray no more 
Thro’ Afia, — every foe I raife to Zingis, 
He adds unto his vaffals. — On this plot 
I reft my latter hopes, and fhould I fail, 
I'll wrap me in my courage and retire 
From this bafe world amidft the ftorms I raife. 
[ Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACTx, 
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Al A eee Il. 
SCENE, Ovifa’s Tent. 
Enter OVIS A, from her Tent. 
Ou ThA. 


I F e’er the fpirit of a warrior flain, 
Journey’d in ftorms acrofs the troubled fky : 
Laft night, my brother Zangon pafs’d this place, 
And call’d Ovifa hence. The voice was deep, 
As when high Arol, fhaking all his woods, | 
Speaks to the paffing thunder.—Thro’ my foul 
A pleafing horror runs ; perhaps not long 
Ovifa tarries here. The filent tomb 
Is not the houfe of forrow.—Airy form 
Of him who is no more! Where doft thou dwell ? 
Rejoiceft thou on golden-fkirted clouds ? 
Or is thy murmur in the hollow wind ? 
Where ere thou art, mine ear with awful joy, 
Shall liften to thy voice ! — Defcend with night, 
If thou muft fhun the day.—O ftray not far 
From the remains of Aunac’s failing line. 

Enter Mel Lies. 

LPI =e Ay 

Hail bright Sultana ! let a faithful friend, [Anceling, 


Thus pay the homage which fhe owes a race 
ANAS rul’d fo long nations. 


OuvR STA: . 
Mila, rife ;—— 
Belov'd companion of my better days ! 
tw Se : Why 
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Why doft thou, at this melancholy hour, 
Intrude upon the forrows of Ovifa? 
ost pee MELA. 
To chace the cloud that hangs upon thy foul, 
I come the meffenger of Aunac’s friends. 
They fent me to difclofe 
OVISA. 


I know it all. 


Oédtar is come ! 
MILA. 


3 Far other news I bring. 
Are we alone? 
LES Grae 
From mortal ears remoy’d. 
MILA. 
The fate of royal Aunac now depends 
Upon Ovifa.—Should fhe lend her aid, 
The king might reign. — 
-OVISA. 
Then he already fits 
Upon the Tartar throne. Why doft thou think 
So poorly of Ovifa? Hafte, explain 
‘This myftery,—for doubts begin to blatft 
The fudden joy that lighten’d o’er my foul. 
MP AY 
A plot is forming in the Niron camp, 
By Ornrahs of renown, whom Cubla joins 
With all his Eluths. By the midnight hour, 
The king, thy father, with Zemouca, comes 
To head the bold confpiracy, and rufh 
On Zingis ’midft his armies. 
bb ae OV 1 SA. 


fern) 
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‘ OVISA. 
’Tis a deed 
Of defp’rate daring. —Didft thou fay to night ? 
AMift them heaven ! But what avails the aid 
Of defolate Ovifa ! 
MIL A. 
Much.—Thy hands 
Already hold the balance of the Eaft. 
Ten thoufand fwords, obedient to thy call, 
May be unfheath’d for Aunac, In this camp 
The Tartars murmur thro’ their martial lines, 
For the diferace of Timur, Arm the prince 
Againft his father. ; 
OV ISA. 
Ha! Pll hear no more— 
To recommend a crime my foul abhors, 
To make a parricide of him I love, 
Suits not the feelings of Ovifa’s mind, 
By private ftratagem, by open war, 
By any means, let cruel Zingis fall ; 
But let him fall by foes.—The fame of Timur 
Mutt not be tarnith’d ;—nor fhall I advife 
A deed of fuch complexion. Mila, know 
I may be wretched — but muft not be bafe, 
MILA. 
Then let Ovifa triumph in a heart 
That feels for Nirons. Did the cruel race 
Once melt at the misfortunes of her houfe, 
Or fpare the line that rul’d the eaftern world ? 
By him thy brother fell—By him the throne 
Of Aunac was ufurp’d.—Thy father driven, 
A feeble 
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A feeble exile thro’ the Tartar tribes, 
Thyfelf a captive-—But Ovifa feels ! — 
Heavens ! Is it any crime to rid the world 
Of kim, who riots in the blood of nations, 
And makes a paftime of dethroning kings ? 
His guilt Ovifa 


OVISA 


It is more than common ; 
And heaven fome fignal vengeance has ptepar’d . 
For him who widows Afia with his fword : | 
But let us not, in punifhing, give birth, 
To greater crimes than his. _ 

MILA. 


Unhappy maid, 
Thou know’ft not half the horrors of thy ftate. 
To day difhonour’d Timur muft retire, 
A lonely exile from the Niron camp. 
Tomorrow Oétar comes with brutal luft, 
To force thee to his arms. Tonight thy father—~ 
OVISA., 
Mila, proceed—— 
MILA. 
Mutt welter in his blood, 
The price is fix’d for Aunac’s facred head, 
A peace to Naima, Soon as night returns, 
Perfidious Tajan will furround the king. 
OVISA. 
No more—I know the reft—misfortunes crowd 
Too much upon me, What fhould I refolve, 
Hemm’d in on every fide? I'll urge the prince, 
And yet he muft abhor me, 
MILA. 


x 
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MILA. 
Timur comes, 
As if by heaven directed to our aid. | 
This is the time.—Remember thy condition. [ Exit. 
OW dea eA; 
He comes.—With undiminifh’d pomp he moves 
Behind his cloud—As when the fun thro’ mift 
Rolls on his faded orb. He greater feems, 
Tho’ loft to half his beams. And fhall I plunge 
This god in parricide ? 
Eater ~ TJ M.O_R, 
Td MaugR: 
I did refolve 

But cannot fpeak the tumult of my foul. 
Queen of the Eaft! . 


O Vel SA, 
That title il] becomes 
A ftate like mine.—This inftant leave me, ‘Timur, 
If thou regard’ft thy peace. 
TIMU R— 
What means, Ovifa? 
Where dwells the peace of Timur, but with her 
Who reigns within his foul ? 
O,V aliS* A. 
| 48 Have we not prince 
The houfe of Aunac—have we not involw’d 
Thee in misfortunes ? Pinion’d down thy fame 
That {pread to heaven ? Cover’d thee with fhame ? 
And thrown difgrace upon the firft of men. 
We made thee no return,—for kings dethron’d 
No 
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No favors can beftow. Ovifa gave, 
*T was all fhe had to give—her heart to Timur. 
TIMUR. 
*T was all that Timur with’d, thou matchlefs maid— 
But whence is this diftrefs—this fudden erief 
That labors in thy bofom? Tell me all; 
My foul is up in arms againit thofe ills 
That prefs upon thee. 
OVIS A. 


Timur would not chufe 
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“To hate Ovifa, 


“aware: U -R, 
No.— 
OPVHLtSi A; 


Then let him not 
Enquire into her griefs. She may propofe 
A dreadful tafk. O leave me to myfelf, 
My foul is young in mifchief and demands 
Some time to harden ere it can refolve 
On what my {tate requires. 
TAalsM? UaRi 
Speak but the word, . 
Thou bright divinity that rul’ft my foul ; 7 
And then I will—what will not Timur do ? 
I will—I know not what—but fomething more 
Than ever mortal did. 
OnvV_ Sans 
Take heed young prince ! 
Be not too rafh to promife—Timur’s word 
Is like a god’s irrevocably fix’d : 


But were my fuit once known, ’twere criminal 
Not. 
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Not to refufe it.——Daring fon of Zingis !|—~ 
I know thy lion-heart delights in perils, 
When honor leads thee to her bloody fields, 
Yet what I would propofe would throw a damp 
On all thy courage, In Ovifa’s caufe 
There’s more than danger—Guilt.—T hou fhrinkeft 
back. 
I thought it would offend.—My foul approves 
The noble horror that invades his mind. 
I leave him to his virtue. [ Going. 
TIMUR. 

Stay—by heavens ! 
Thou muft not thus depart.—Ovifa—fpeak, 
Speak all thy wifhes and they fhall be done.—— 
Propofe the peril.—Guilt can never dwell 
Tn fuch a caufe as thine. 

OvV, hv A. 

Then know, my ftate, 
Uncommon in its horrors, now demands | 
The fword of ‘Timur.—Zingis fhuts the door 
Of hope againft thee. —-Odctar comes to-morrow— 
‘What fhall Ido? 


TIMUR. 
T will defend 
OeVs Sha. 


Alas |—_—- 
Who shall ward off the hand of death from Aunac ? 
To night he falls—The cruel Zingis gives 
A peace to Naima, for her fovereign’s head. 
Amidft the ruins of a falling line 
Ovifa ftands alone. 


TIMUR, 
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‘lh. 1M UR. 
I know thy foul, 


And quickly will refolve. 
O Ves A 
No—Timur—no. 
Recall the thought, and be thyfelf again. 
Ovifa loves thy virtues, not thy crimes, 

And fhould’ft thou ftain thine honor, who can tell 
What fhe would think of thee? [Exir. 
TIMUR. 
| The light is gone 

And left me darken’d, on a ftormy fea 

Of various paffions tofs’d.— What fhould I do? 
To hide me in the cloud of my diferace, 

And leave Ovifa and the world to Octar ; 

Death dwells upon the thought. But to afcend 

A throne, befmear’d with blood,—a father’s blood; 
And reign: a horrid parricide in Afia, | 
Suits not a foul like mine. 


Enter. C.U.B Li As 
CUBLA. 

While others watch the motions of the’ foe, 
Marfhal their tribes, or furbifh up their fteel 
For battle, Timur whiles his time away 
Before the fhrine of beauty.—Bluth, young man, 
Thefe are not arts im which our race excell'd, 
Nor thefe the means by which they rofe to fame. 

Sd Sen a a 
Is Cubla, like the world, whofe cenfure falls 


Not on the guilty, but unfortunate ? 
E As 
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As if fuccefs could recommend each crime, 
We only call the profperous villain great. ——. 
Let Cubla judge of Timur, by himfelf, 
By the high fpirits, which defcends to both 
From Eluth’s line of kings ; and he may know 
Difgrace, unmerited, can never damp 
The vigour of my foul. 
: CUR Bi IAAL 

Yet ftill thou bear’ft, 
With tamenefs, which but ill becomes our race, 
This weight of infamy, by Zingis, thrown 
Upon thee, in his wrath. 

ToisM*+ueRs 

Could Timur break 
Thro’ honor and his duty, he might raife 
A flame, the billowy Cafpian fhou’d not quench. 
But tho’ my foul, undaunted in the field, 
Swells at the growth of danger and demands 
More than my fhare of battle , there are things 
Which make me fhudder, Cubla, and betray — 
A woman’s weaknefs. Dark confpiracies, 
Frauds cover’d o’er with art—thofe devious paths, 
That lead the villains of the world to power, 
Pleafe not the open fpirit of my mind. 
I hate pre-eminence that fprings from guilt, 
And never, but thro’ honor, would be ereat. 

CUB slam 3 

Timur farewel—A man that can fubmit 
To fuch indignities, as thou haft borne, 
Deferves not my attention.—Hence—away — 
Involve thee in obfcurity.—It fuits 
The tame morality of Timur’s mind, 
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Go—-leave the throne to Octar—To his arms 
Give up Oyifa. 3 | 

ae IVE OU = Re 

Ha ! that ftrikes me home. 

Say, what doft thou advife ? 

ClO BL SA 

To draw thy fword 

Againft thy father—Zingis—that proud man— 
That tyrant of the Eaft.—Thou ftarteft, Timur, 
His crimes, indeed, may fhock a foul like thine— 
He, who without remorfe, has trod on kings, 
Has broke all facred ties that bind mankind— 
Has ruin’d nations to be reckon’d great, 
And is unjuft, not only to his foes, 
But to his fon. 


“L IeMeUeR. 
My heart with horror fhrinks 
From fuch a deed.—— 
CUBLA. 
So feels-the feeble mind, » 
That trembles at the thought of arduous deeds, 
And would impofe its fears upon the world, 
As the effects of virtuee-—Go—weak boy, 
I did advife thee—Nay—I dare do more, 
Go, tell thy father, Cubla is his foe : 
This very night, in concert with his friends, 
He means to prove it; but his friends are fuch 
As fhudder not at danger, 
TIMUR, 
He who doubts 
My courage, fhould prepare to reft his hand 


Upon his fword.—No mortal man but Cubla 
; E 2 Durit 
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Durft thus.—But I’m too warm.—Thou faid’ft ta 
night.— 
My foul is dark, and fecret as the tomb. 
Unfold thy purpofe. 
Coe lech. 
Yes—to night, I meant, 
But thy officious virtue interferes, 
To raife thee high in Afia.—To thy arms 
To give Ovifa—Place thee next to him, 
Who ought to rule the Eaft—To make thee heir 
To Aunac’s vaft dominions. Doft thou fill 
Harbour a doubt ? What darknefs travels o’er 
Thy thoughtful features ? Is the fair Ovifa 
Indifferent to Timur ? 
TT. MeB Rk. 
Cubla—Stay, 


Imuft confider. | 
CUBLA 


Time ts on the wing. 
We mutt refolve.—But ruin’d are my hopes ! 
There’ Nevian comes, and he mutt not perceive 
That we confer. Long pra¢tis’d in the arts 
Of policy, ‘and’ efile — fron every word 
And motion of the eye, he draws conclufions. 
Yl foon return, { Exit. 


Enter oN EVI AN, 

NE VIAN; 

Hail! gallant fon of Zings ! 
I come not fobbing like thy other friends, 
With fad desactaliee and a woeful face, 
To teaze thee with my pity.—No, I bring 

Thy pardon, Timur, 
TIMUR: 
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TiM UR. 
Pardon, didft thou fay ? 
NEV IAN. 


Yes, full forgivenefs from the king thy father. 
I thought it would furprize. 


TA MyUAR: 
It does indeed. 
NEVIAN. 


I did it all—inexorable long, 
On my addrefs, the lord of nations frown’d, 
But ftill I urg’d.— At length he heard my fuit, 
And bade me call young Timur to his prefence. 
A fair occafion offers to retrieve 
The honour thou haft loft—thy injur’d fame. 
He now reftores thee to thy former rank, 
And fends thee forth, with half his warlike tribes, 
To give the final blow to exil’d Aunac. 
The troops, already marfhal’d in the camp, 
With fhouts await thy orders, 
TI. LM DR, 
Let them fhout—— 
Timur fhall wait his time. 
Nite AL. 
What do I hear ? 
Is this th’ impetuous Timur ?. He whofe {oul 
Ruth’d on before him to che fields of fame ? 


And does he hefitate ? 
Tv Ue 
Begone, old man, 


Left in my rage— 
NEV IAN. 

What means the fon of Zingis ? 

This 
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This is the very frénzy of the mind. 
I am the friend of ‘Timur. 
TIMUR. 
Hence—away ——— 


Vl follow foon. 
N@ERVE AVN: 


His late difgrace difturbs 
His reafon. When the angry lion roars, 
There is no fafety near him. To the tribes - 
V’ll bear-the welcome news of thy return, [Exit. 
leedelvl UCR: 
Was ever mind fo agitated, torn 
With fuch contending pafiions, as aflail 
At once the foul of Timur? To reject 
The proffer’d fervice, puts immediate end 
To all my hopes, The king cannot efcape —— 
Should I decline, another fod will rife 
Againft ill fated Aunac.—Here fhe comes ! 
Diftraction—let me fly—She bade me fhield — 
Her ruin’d father, from the hand of death ; ~ 
And I, in my humanity affume 
The office of his murderer, 


Enter OVIS A, 


OVISA., 
He ftarts ! 
Is then the prefence of the loft Ovifa 
Hateful to Timur? Prince, Ido not come 
To make thee deviate from the {plendid path 
i ay foul delights to follow. [ going. 
T tN tt Re 
By the light, 
That, 
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That, from thy beauties, beams upon thy foul— 
Thou muft not leave me.—But thoumuft—away— 
Denounce thy curfes on me.—In thy words 

Of foftnefs dwells unutterable pain. 

O turn from Timur thefe indulgent eyes, 

That fhed foft pity, from their lucid orbs— 

For I do not deferve it.—Falfe to thee— 

Falfe to my word—-A traitor to my love — 


Thy father’s murderer. 

OVISA. 

What means the prince, 

He is not dead ? 

oT UR | 

But be muft die Ovifa, 

And by thefe hands. The cruel Zingis’ grants 
My pardon, and commands me to the war: 
To lead the Nirons o’er the Altay’s ftream,’ 
To rufh upon thy father in his camp, 
And end this conteft, that inlames the world. [ Shout. 
Hark !—The impatient troops proclaim their joy 
To fee their prince reftor’d, and fhout for battle. 
I come.—Ovifa— 


f) V. Lov As 
Timur, leave me.-—Go—— 
And, on the ruins of our falling race, 
Rear to thyfelf a monument of fame. 
Think not I feize thy fkirts to keep thee here. 
Think not I weep, thefe eyes are only dim— 
Think not I breathe a figh. 
IT MU. 
Should guilty fouls 
Feel all my pangs—A moment of their woe 
Might expiate the crimes of half a world, 
But 
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But Nevian comes !—I muft away —My love, 
Canft thou forgive me.—No—Ovifa—No—— 
Let not thy tendernefs of foul extend 
To fuch a wretch as Timur.—Yet his fate 

Is moft to blame. 


@ V1 S:A-; 

Then hear me, fon of Zingis! 
‘As love cannot detain thee—On my knees, 
Once more, I beg an aged parent’s life. 
O fpare him, Timur ; touch not his grey hairs, 
Let him efcape ;—for Zingis will not long 
In Aunac have a rival to his power. 
The king, my father, worn with grief and years, 
Already haftens to the filent tomb. 


SPL FIVE Can 
By him that reions above, he fhall not die. [Exit. 


OVISA 
He’s gone, and left me lonely to my woes. 
Haften thy journey, fun—and gracious. night, 
Receive me to the bofom of thy gloom. 
The ruftling wind, that whiftles thro’ thy trees, 
The folemn,. ferious melancholy notes 
Of thy own bird, are mufic to mine ear, 
And pleafe the dreary horrors of my foul. 


Enter, ME IL A. 


Mila, thy tears will flow in vain.— My erief 
Admits not’ of thy comfort. 
MILA 
3 
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MeL DsA, 
Did my pow’r 

Equal my Cee foon the light of joy 

Would brighten on thy forchead. But my voice 
‘Mutt now be like the raven’s to thine ear. 

The van of Oétar’s army, from the hill, 

Is feen to pour along in clouds of dutt ; 

Ede’d round’with gleaming arms, a chofen troop 
On “lightning hoofs come fying to the camp. 

It mutt be he. 


C) VEIRSTA: 

Where fhall I hide my head ? 
‘Timur where art thou ? Call him to protect 
The loft Ovifa—Timur.—He 1s gone! 
But why fhould I complain ? High heaven decrees 
At once the fall of our devoted houfe ; 
Ovifa will not ftay—a feeble light, 
Behind the fitting glories of her line. = [Exeunt.. 


¢ 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


F Ar Gye 
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AtOeeh Hi, 
ZINGIS’s Pavilion. 
ZINGIS and Attendants difcovered on a Throne. 
C A Flourith of Trumpets. 


Zi luNe Gets. 


ran 
G O, Nevian, iffue forth our high decree: 
’Fo all the princes, potentates and kings, 
O’er whom the fcepter of our power extends, 
On the firft morning of the enfuing year 
‘Fo meet in Ordu-bala’s regal halls. 
We mean to publifh laws to rule mankind 
‘To bind the nations in one general chain 
Of policy—to mark, with ftrict regard, 
The bounds of juftice between man and man. 
We call this council—not that we require 
Advice, but proofs of their allegiance due, 
And prompt obedience to the will of Zingis. 
NeEe VLAN, 
The king fhall be obey’d—his high commands 
Will be receiv’d thro’ Tartary with awe, 
And all its prinees haften to the throne. [ Exit. 
folks NEGA oe 
Suida, prepare thyfelf. We fend thee hence 
To diftant regions, near the rifing fun 
To great Canbala—feat of Altun Chan, 
Who ftiles himfelf the monarch of Cathay, 
Make full demands for all his rayages 


In 
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In thefe our kingdoms, when they fhrunk away 
From every bold invader’s {word —and groan’d 
Beneath that worlt of tyranny— a race 
Of timid minifters, and feeble kings. 
ar Onk DAY 
Proud of the truft, and zealous to obey 
The lord of nations, Suida ftands prepar’d. [ Exit. 
Zi Gio &. 
And thou, Jelizou, haften to the weft, 
Where Mahmud, the Charizmian, has confin’d 
The Cafpian, in the circle of his empire. 
Tell him, while, as'a fon, he fhall revere 
Our pleafure, we will act a father’s part. 
That now it is our fovereign will the doors 
Of commerce fhould be open’d with our realms. 
Not lefs on means that civilize mankind 
We reft our glory, than on fame in arms. 
But, in the pride of hofts, fhould Mahmud fcorn 
Our proffer’d friendfhip —call him forth to war ; 
That he may fee his kingdoms weeping blood 
Beneath the {word of Zingis 
Treen Lise Oro. 
Too well the pow’r of him who rules the eaft 


Is known by Mahmud, to rejeét his friend{hip. [ Exit. 


Enter an Officer. 


OUR Fal CeEar; 


Letters from Rizia, emprefs of the fouth, 
To whom the fable Indian nations kneel, 
With prefents her ambaffadors attend, 


And long to greet the fovereien of the w orld. 
Z IN GI S. 
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Z I NyGeb S$; 
They thall have audience.—Say, what tidings bring 
The meffengers of Oétar ? 
OFFICER. 
We defcry 
His ftandards high erected on the plain. 
This morning his aftrologers prefag’d 
Some dire misfortune threaten’d by the ftars, 
Which ftops his progrefs.——- 
ZT N AGriss. 
Should the ftars preface, 
And join their influence as they roll above 
To aid the foes of Zingis—he would truft 
More to the prowefs of a fingle arm 
Than he fhould fear from them. 
Timur ? 
Orr Caner: 
We faw his warriors covering Altay’s courfe, 
. And Aunae’s banners waving on the fhore 
Soon the Joud roar of war 


But what of 


Enter Officer. 


OF FITC BR) 
The prince returns 

Victorious from the field. He brings in chains 
A captive train.—The aged monarch, Aunac, 
Stood in the front of battle, till his lines 
Grew thin by Timur’s fword.—A chofen band, 
That fought around their king—when all was loft, 
Bore their unwilling fovereign from the field ; 
The fierce Sidafco, preffing on the rear, 
Purfues his flight. 

. Zi, LIN ARS 
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abe ie bah SMe! (oe 


Did not the Naiman prince 
Support the king, for whom he rofe in arms ? 
He bore a fpecious caufe upon his fword, 
Yet fhrunk from danger : fo I knew him ftill 
A dark, defigning, and deceitful man, 
Expert in policy, but cold in war. 
Thefe are not means to gain the terms he claims. 
He knows us not—a coward never finds 
A friend in Zingis. 


Enter TIMUR, with Prifoners. 


Thou are welcome, Timur, 

This ftrict obedience to our fovereign will, 
Confirms thee in our favour.—Such exploits 
Become the fon of Zingis,—Who are thefe ? 
We want no captives—thou art young in war.— 
Ye bold, rebellious men, who did infult 

[Zo the prifoners. 
Our pow’r with feeble hands—who durft contemn 
Repeated offers of our royal grace, 
Which, thro’ our vaft dominions, were proclaim’d, 
Mutt perifh in your folly—bear them hence, 
And execute our judgement. 

TT NEU 
It muft not be.—Let Timur intercede 
For thefe unhappy men—my word is pafs’d 
To fave their lives—my honor was engage’d 
When they refign’d their unavailing fwords. 
| ZINGIS. 
Audacious boy—no more—didit thou prefume 
To pardon traitors ?—Know’ftthou not that Zingis 
Is 
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Is fovereign here, and that he delegates 

His pow’r to none ?—Say,—when didft thou per- 
ceive 

By art, by argument, by, open force, ' 

~ Our refolutions alter’d ?>—hence, away, , 

[To bis guards. 

- And lead them to their fate. 


TIMUR, drawing. 


Stand off, ye flaves |. 
By heavens they fhall not perifh.—Thus opprefs’d, 
I muft forget that paffivenefs of foul 
My duty to a father—with my blood 
I will protect them, 
ZIN G:LS, 
Ha !—thus to my face 
Doft thou not fear ?—Should Zingis facrifice 
This victim to his fury ’—Or—begone 
T will not flay thee—take thy captives hence, 
I give them to, thy pride.—This infolence 
Shall not unpunifh’d go. Our fteps to fame, 
To the dominion of the eaftern world, 
Mutt not be thus retarded by a fon, 
Who, in his difobedience, throws difgrace 
Upon the power of Zingis.—From our prefence 
We mutt remove examples that fuggeft 
Rebellion to our fubjeéts. To the north 
We fend thee hence to-morrow—to a clime 
Tempeftuous as the temper of thy foul. 
In Tuba’s forefts, and thofe fpacious vales 
Where dark Selanea roars into the main ; 
Compel the haughty Tomats to obey : 


The 
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The ocean only fhall our empire bound. 


Ptery cork Wy rets «or O- 
My bold Sidafdo ! 


See Agar GirG): 
Sovereign of the world! 
-The war is ended—Aunac comes in chains. 
PolIN, Goloys 
Our faithful chief, to thee— 


Enter OVIS A fuddenly, and kneels. 
Who durft admit 
The princefs >—Let the captain of our guards 
This inftant be arrefted.—Rife, Ovifa 
Why doft thou kneel p—What wouldft have from 


eat 
Zingis : 


; Ovi Sed: 
If e’er thy heart was foften’d by diftrefs, 
If e’er thy foul rejoic’d in generous deeds, 
O fpare my father ; let him die in peace 
[Zingis is retiring, fhe feizes his fkirt. 
Thou muft not leave me, Zingis. O pronounce 
The words of mercy.—Aunac’s ftrength has fail’d, 
His friends forfook him ; he is left alone, 
A poor old man!—No caufe for fear remains. 
The brave are never cruel—they delight 
To ftretch their hand to raife a fallen foe, 
To fpeak the words of comfort—There he comes ! 
What, Timur, haft thou done ? Is this thy faith, 
Thy plighted faith to me? Like all thy race, 
Art thou perfidious ! — Timur, ’twas not well 
Thus to betray the poor, the loft Ovifa ! 
"TMs, 


‘ 


“ 
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TIMUR. 
Hear me, Ovifa, ere thou fhalt condemn. 


OOV Th Bek. 
Hear thee, falfe man !—— 


Enter A UN AC, in Chains. 


Look there—behold him there— 
Thefe are thy works—the ruin thou haft made. 
O Zingis ! Zingis ! wilt thou flay the king, 
The king that lov’d thee—cherifh’d thee P—— 

alas ! 

The tyrant is inexorable. Thou 
Alone who pitieft the diftrefs’d Ovifa, 
O king! O father to thy friendly tomb 
Receive thy daughter. 


AMURN CACC. 
Welcome to my arms 
Thou lovely beam, that gild’ft my parting hour | 
My eyes are bleft—my wifhes at an end. 
Thele hairs have long been whiten’d o’er with 
years, 

And my difafters bend me to the duft. 
Why fhould I with to live? to haunt this world. — 
The ghoft of what I was ?—But thou art young— 
Yet, can I leave. thee lonely midft thy foes ? 
Shall thofe who riot in thy father’s blood 
Derive from thee a title to his throne ? 
Yet, what fhould I advife ? 

OV ISA. 


I know thy foul, 
And have VelalyedcVee-oall the fated line 
Shall fall at once, and leave the Eaft to Zingis. 
My 


Ze 
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My heait; indignant, fputns this world away ; 
My rifing fpirit™ ftrugeles to be ftee. 


; ZINGIS. 
No more ! Sidafco—lead thy captive hence-—= 
OF PMU R. 
I would eritreatbut fterh in his refolves } 
{To Aunac; 
He melts not at diftrefs—nor lends an ear 
To thofe whom fortune left: 
AUNAC,. 
- O generous youth, 
Plunge fot in our misfortunes.—In thy breaft — 
Thy farher’s rigour dwells not: Brave, yet mild, 
I had a fon like thee; whofe rifing fame 
hone thro’ the gloomy winter of my age, 
ut he:is fallen, and of our royal houfe 
She now remains alone.—Ovifa,; come 
Embrace thy father—tho’ my breaft is cold 
To all the world—my fpirit burns for thee. 
TIMUR, afide, 
It is too much—Tho’ ruin mutt enfue, 
I will obey the impulfe of my foul. y LE. 
ZINGIS, to Sidafco. 
Why am I difobey’d !—— 
AUNAC., 
Omrah, lead on—— 
.. This prefence is unworthy of a king 
We leave him to the horrors of his foul. 
But we will not upbraid—Yet know, we {corn 
’ Thy utmoft rage. For he who longs for death, 
G Like 


Like ws, may {mile at tyrants when they frown. 
Ovifa, one etibrace +It is the laft—— 
OVISA. 
We mutt not parttogether let us die. 
Z UNG. fs. 
Conduct her to her tent: 
Owe TS? A. 
Doft thou refufe 
This little boon—this privileee of death ? 
Relentlefs tyrant~know, thou fhalt not long 
Divide Ovifa from her fallen race. 
[Both carried off. 
ii 39 ZING I S. 
Seine dy like pity fhakes my firm refolves, 
~ And almoft melts the iron heart of Zingis. 
The king is old § yet may ambitious men 
Hold forth a caufe fo fpeciousswhilft he lives, 
Some dark confpiracies may arife around us, 
But to imbriie our hatids it Aunac’s: blood, 
Would tarnifh half the glories of our reign. 
Enter TIMUR and an Attendant. 
“What wouldit: thou, Tintur ? God; — thy looks 
befpeak 


Thy purpofe—go—while Zingis rules the world, 
He rules himfelf—=is abfolute in mind, 


And none fhall alter his determin’d will. 
[Emit sy ec. 
, TIMUR. 
In vain. he rages; Aunac has efcap’d; © + 
My chofen troop have refcu’d hita from death, 
And 
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And bear him far from danger.—Hafte—away , 
[To his attendant, 
Inform Ovifalett i in her defpair-——- 
Tell her what Timur for her love has done-——- 
[ Exit attendant, 
But ruin follows.—What fhou’d I refolye ? | 
My father’s rage is deadly. Should I fly, 
And bear Ovifa to the Cafpian fhores ° 
This fword is my inheritance—the world 
Is wide enough for conqueft : other thrones 
Will rife for her in Afia. 


Enter ZEMOUWC A. 
Who art thoy, 
That thus intrud’ft upon me ? 
ZEMOUCA. 
Not unknown 


In Afia is Zemouca—— 
TIMU R, 
Haplefs man ! 
Why doft thou tarry ? — hence, — away — fhould 
Zingis 

Hear of his mortal foe—not half the Eaft 
Could fave thee from his fury—Leave this camp 4 
To thee it is the hungry lion’s den, 

eae Aap 2 ie 8 Gs Sip 
In my profperity I harbour’d not 
A fear of death.—-Why fhould he now begin 
To fhew more dreadful to me, thro’ this cloud 
Which has involv’d my ftate ?--To thee I owe 
My life in battle. Thou haft fav’d it here, » 
Among thy captives, at the rifque’of thine,. 
And I do mean to make thee fome return: 
a G2 TIMUR, 
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TIMUR. 

I want it not.—A generous action brings 

Its own reward,— a feeling of the foils 

Of greater value, than aughie thou canft give. 

Zemouca leave me,—there 1 iS danger here 

To thee—To Timur, fhould it once be known; 

That he preferv’d the greateft foe of Zingis. 


ZEMOUCA. 
Time hurries on, and thou confider’ft not, 
That forrow hates apace. With morning comes 
Thy brother Octar. T owards the ftormy north 
Thy troops file off already. —Wilt thou leave 
Ovifa and the empire ¢ ob acy 
i Delo, Urn. 

Dott thou mean 

To urge me on to parricide? | 
ZE MO WG A. 

I urge 
Thee, not to parricide but open war, - 
A foe invades thee, {eizes on a throne, 
By juftice thine ; nay; forces from thy arms, 
The firft of women. Timur has the pow r 
To right himfelf, yet pafive i in his foul — 
He in the tyrant ftill beholds the father. 

Til Musik} 
Zemouca, thou prefum*t on thy condition, 
And therefore art fo bold. I know from whence 
This zeal arifes, and behind thy words, — 
Perceive the gloomy workings of thy foul, — 
I blame thee not, my fathee 3 is thy foe, — 
And Timur is the rival of thy loye, 
Both 
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Both then fhould perifh.—But thou know’ft me 
not, 
I am not made by nature for thy purpofe, 
i look thro’ artful men, and hate deceit, 
As I abhor the crimes thou doft fuggett. 
"(Exit Timur, 
ZE MOU CA. 
Curfe on the virtues of t this haughty boy, 
They level my defigns. —I hop’d to rouze 
To ftrife, the hateful family of Zingis, 
And from the bofom of the ftorm to rufh, 
To feize Ovifa, and the Tartar throne. 
But ftill fome means are left. 
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ZENA. 

I}l-fated prince, 
Why doft thou loiter here,—for Zingis knows 
Of thy efcape from death. From pott to poft 
He rufhes in his rage. (Flouri/.) Away, — he 

comes, —— 

Retire Zemouca, I will meet thee foon, 
Befide the rock, that with its crooked pines, 
Sounds to the pafling Altay. 


ZEMOUCA. 
Draw thy fword. 
Why fhould I fly,—Is Zingis more than man ? 
But yet this headlong fury—this defpair— 
Suits not the brave ;—not he alone muft die, 
This mighty fabrick he has raifed, fhall fall, 
And whelm his race in ruin, [ Exit. 
Enter 


I 
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fae 2 TN GES attendant 


ZI Ne Gres: 


To defend 
Our mortal foe Zemouca from our rage, 
To favour Aunac’s flight, and in this war 
To lengthen the misfortunes of the Eaft, 
Are crimes beyond our mercy. Hafte Sidafco, 
| [Exit Sidafco. 
Purfue the king.—Bold treafon is awake, __ 
" Let all our guards be doubled,—let our fpies 
Befet the tent of every prince and chief. 
Call Timur hither.—He mutt be fecured. 
Ovifa’s beauty is the fecret fource 
From whence thefe deeds of difobedience fpring. 
The caufe muft be remov’d. . Let her be fent 
Without delay, to Octar. Zena, thou 
Conduct her hence. To thy command we give 
The troops of Timur: lead them to the north. 
ZENA. . 
The lord of Tartary fhall be obey’d. 


Enter TIM UR. 
ZINGIS. 

Have we not, Timur, with a father’s care, 

Rear’d thee to manhood ? Have we not with pow’r 

And princely dignities invefted thee ? . 

Have we impos’d reftraint upon thy will ? 

Or envioufly withheld thy fteps from fame ? 

Yet theu haft thefe induleencies return’d 

With difobedience, treachery, and treafon. 

Twice haft thou fuffer’d- Aunac to efcape, - ~ 
Once 
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Once fav’d our greatelt foe,—retarding thus 
Our courfe to glory ;—doft thou think fuch crimes 
Can be forgiven thee ? 


ft PM UR. 
Timur does not mean 
To juftify his conduct, or affien 
The rigor of his father, as ite caufe 
Of difobedience to his high commands. 
But in my foul, fome other paflions dwell, 
Than thofe that tend to defolate the world ; 
I feel for the diftrefs’d.—-How could I fee 
Ovifa’s father flain amidft her tears. ! 
The king, who gave his daughter to my love, 
With all his realms pact 
ZINGILIS. 
Doft thou prefume to claim 
The kingdoms conquer’d by the {word of Zingis % = 
Rebellious boy—forbear.— 
TIMUR. 
Let Odar reign, | 
I claim not aught but her,+the fair remains 
Of the long line that rul’d the eaftern world. 
ZINGIS. 
Thou fhalt not fhake thy father’s firm refolves— 
Know that our mind hath been divefted long, 
Of all thofe feeble feelings, that might ftop - 
Our proerefs to dorminion.—-On a plan, 
FExtenfive as the object we purfue, 
Is form’d our conduét,—which nor perils Gvay, 
Nor thofe foft paifions, that are better nam’d 
The frailties, than the virtues of a king. 


Zena, 
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Zena, to-night, conduct her. hence,—thy rout 
Lies thro’ the camp of Oétar. 
TE M ign 2 
Chief, beware, 
There’s danger in the fervice. Touch her not, 
Should I complain,—a tempeft might arife, 
Which would involve in ruin pet in death, 
The hoft of Zingis. 
JB g Sh eae Riera 
Ha ! he utters treafon,~ 
Seize him.—_ 
TIMUR. 
The man who dares approach me firft, 
Shall perifh in his infolence. This fword, 
Which Zingis gave, fhall never be refign’d, 
To other hands than his. 
[Giving bis fword to Zingis. 
; You now may come 
And execute the orders of the king. 
ZIN GIS5, to his guardss 
Forbear,—the race of Oous, firft of men, 
Were ne’er diferac’d with fetters, like their fouls, 
Their bodies ftill were free. Take back thy fword, 
A foldier’s fpirit dwells upon his arms. 
--Know, Timur, tho’ thy crimes excite our rage, 
We'll. fooner take away the life we gave, 
Than break the manly vigor of thy foul. 
But hope not.our forgivenefs. . Leave this camp, 
The defart is before thee. Should the fun 
Rife on thee here, with death; and what is worfe, 
With eae we = tame thy delay. 
[Exit Zingis, &c. 
TIMUR. 
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T IMU R, to an attendant. 


Tamuzin, haften to th’ Eluthian lines, 

Bid Cubla meet me at the water-fall, 

Soon as the fun fhall hide his fplendid orb 

Behind the hills.—’Tis done,—the ftorm is o’er, 
[£xit Tamuzin. 

But the hich heaving deep unfettled round, 

Wears ftill a face of ruin. Should Ovifa 

Confent to fhare my fate, I fcarce could call 

My father cruel. See, the princefs comes ! 

She comes! and glads my foul, as when by night, 

The weary traveller fees a friendly beam 

To light him o’er the defart. 


Enter, O° Vo15. A. 


OVISA. 
To thy arms 
Receive me, ‘Timur.—Why did I offend, 
I knew not all thy noblenefs of foul. | 
Forgive the error of a mind opprefs’d 
With more than common ills ;—to thee I owe 
My father’s life. 
Pogle et ea. 
Thy tears more powerful were, 
Than the commands of him who rules the Eaft, 
pO aV,.1 SeA. 
Dark in his wrath, thy’father pafs’d from hence. 
TEM UR. 
And all his rage is rurn’d againft his fon. 
In me Ovila fees a banifh’d man, 
This-night I quit this camp. 
on H OVISA. 
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©; Mg BSEAS . 
Unhappy prince, 
Involv’d in the misfortunes of our houfe, 
Thy fplendid glories fet. It muft not be,— 
Timur fhall not be ruin’d.—Go, inform 
The tyrant, that his rigor has prevailed : 
I will compleat the purpofe of his foul, 
And give my hand to Octar. 
6 OR Ha) BH UE 
To my brother ' 
Was it Ovifa fpoke ! 
O Vel S'A, 
I will reftore 
Thee to the love of Zingis,—to that fphere, 
In which thou ought’ft to move, and then purfue 
That courfe my ftate requires. 
TE LMF, 


Farewel— 
© V 1S AS 


My lord, 
Thou doft not mean to leave me !— 
TIM UR. 
; The commands 
Of Zingis were, that I fhould leave this camp, 
Thou know’ {t how ftern he is. 
OPV tes Ay 
O turn not thus, 
Thy wild determin’d look upon the ground. 
‘Timur 


Tel Mv UPR 
I muft be gone,—the hour is near 
For my departure henée: —With {mall regret 
I plunge into the horrors which furround 
The fortune of an exile. Since Ovifa—— 


But 


- 
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But I will not upbraid.—A prince difgraced, 
Ought not to hope the favor of mankind 
Should follow him thro’ ruin. — [Going. 
OV; DSA. 
Son of Zingis ! 
Til not be left unheard—nay then—I’m ure’d 
The fooner to my purpofe—I refolv’d 
To place thee high,—to give thee back to fame, 
To all thy digmties, and then demand 
An end to grief from this.— [Drawing a dagger. 
‘teioM UR, takino if from her, 
Ovifa—hold —— 
Sultana of my foul,—thou muft not thus 
Withdraw from Timur, Thy aufpicious light 
“Mutt mildly fhine upon me thro’ this cloom. 
Forgive the jealous tranfports of a mind 
O’erwhelm’d with love. Have I condemn’d unheard 
The firft of women !— 
OV15 A, leaning on Timur. 
: O I'm fick at heart, 
My forrows, Timur, crowd too much upon me. 
( Lat MVE IIR: 
Still there is hope,—fome valiant friends remain, 
Whofe firm affections no misfortunes change, 
Devoted to my fervice.—They fhall guard 
- Ovifa hence.—To-night we urge our flight 
Acrofs the defart, to the Cafpian fhores, 
And meet what fate decrees. My foul delights 
To ftrive with fortune, in her gloomy hour, 
To triumph o’er her frowns,—and to my {word 
To owe my greatnefs, rather than derive 
From anceftry a title to the world. | 


RHE END. ORT HE THIRD- ACT. 
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SCENE, The Camp of Zingis. 
ZEMOUCA alone. 


A HE fun, defcending from the clouded weft, 
Hides in the billowy Cafpian half his orb. 

Night comes apace. High Tugra, in a-ftorm 
Involves his fummits. Thro’ the aged trees, 
That bend o’er Altay, from its rocky banks, 
Howls the unfrequent wind. The mumrring voice 
Of Afia’s gathered nations, mounts the fky, 

And dignifies with awful pomp, a fcene 

That pleafes well a foul refolv’d like mine, 

To pubh its lofty paffions to extremes. 


Enter.) Zor. Daas. 
A WNC Ca 
My lord Zemouca, give thy foul to joy, 
Still there is hope.—The banith’d Timur bids 
His friends affemble near Ovifa’s tent, 
Tis thought that he will join. 
ZEMOUCA, 
Does Timur then 
Confpire with us ? I would he had remain’d 
Firm to the Niron caufe. 
ZENA, 3 
Thy words furprize—— 
Zi MsQ UQrAz 
So will my deeds. This inftant I’ll difclofe 
This plot to Zingis. 


“ZEN A. 
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v 
ZEN A. 
Ha! What madnefs clouds 
The reafon of Zeinouca ? Doft thou mean 
To ruin all thy friends,—to purchafe peace’ 
And infamous forgivenefs, with the blood 
Of thofe who would fupport thee—Draw thee forth 
From the misfortunes which obfcure thy life ? 
Go—ruin’d prince-—-A mind fo broke as thine, 
Deferves no change of ‘fortune. [Going. 
Zi EAMAON USC A. 
Chief of Kergis, 
Thou muft not go——— 
ZEON A, 
Unhand me,—or, by heavens 
I may prevent the meannefs thou intend’tt, 
And to preferve thy fame, commit a deed 
I fhould perhaps repent. 
ZEMOU CA. 
My gallant friend ! 
Let me explain myfelf.—Place not to fear 
The fudden refolution of a mind, 
Frantic with its misfortunes.— What avails 
The fall of Zingis, if his fon fhould reign ? 
Nay—have Ovila.—The detefted thought 
Diftraéts my foul.—No more—no more of Timur. 
Ze NA. 
Yet thou didft once approve: 
ZEMOUCA. 
While there remain’d 
A king to fill the vacant throne of Zingis, 
I urg’d his fon to arms: but the reward 
Of his rebellion, fhould we now fucceed, 
Is the dominion of the eaftern world, 
For Aunag is no more,— 


Ze Terry. 
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ZEN A. 
~ Our fovereign dead ! 
Z EM O Ur@cA. 

Murder’d by fierce Sidafco, who o’ertook 
His flight acrofs the defart. Aunac fcorn’d 
To yield to rebels. With his little troop 
He long fuftain’d the fight, till cover’d o’er 
With mortal wounds—he bow’d his hoary head, 
And breath’d his facred fpirit on the winds. 

Z2 BINA, 
Perdition feize the traitors.—But let rage 
Give place to great revenge. We muft enlarge 
This breach among the Nirons—Urege the prince 
With hopes of empire—Blow into a flame 
Each paffion in his bofom, that may tend 
To rid the Eaft of tyranny and Zingis. 
And then 


Za, NE OAW Se A. 
Proceed. 
Z E NvA. 
When the loud ftorm fhall rife, 
And tumult riots thro’ the gloom of night. 
While the young parricide, befmear’d with blood, 
Bends o’er his father. —Haft thou not afword? 
ZEM OU CA, 


A trufty one 
Zire Boy New Ay 


Then plunge it in his breaft, 

And thro’ the dark confufion of the {cene, 
Afcend the throne. The nations, ftruck with awe, 
Will fettle in thy prefence, and look up, 
As to a god, to him who dares to feize 
The crown, as due to his fuperior parts ; 
Tho’ not tran{mitted by a line of kings. 

Lae M aU C A, 
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Z EIMpO CU eA. 
My zealous friend—In other times than thefe 
Thy words would much offend.—Diitraéted —fall’n 
From every hope, ambition, love, revenge, 
May drive me to a deed my foul abhors, 
And_ ftain my name with murder.— Had J been 
By fortune plac’d on lefs unequal terms, 
1 would e’en fcorn to be unjuft to Zingis. 


Enter CUBL‘A haftily. 
CU SL A: 
Zemouca—Zena—hence—away, with {peed 
Alarm our friends.—The tyrant in his rage, 
Haftens from poft to poft, and is inform’d 
Of our confpiracy. 


Ce AN A 
Then all is loft ! 
ZVE QVCO’ UC OA, 
Let not defpair affail your gallant minds, 
One bold refource remains. Prepare your tribes 
To join the fortune of Zemouca’s fword. 
Between this rock and Altay’s rufhing flood, 
On a green narrow plot, conceal’d from view, 
The brave remains of Timur’s wafteful fword ; 
A few determin’d friends now ftand in arms, 
And wait my orders for a daring deed. 
Go—quickly arm—you foon fhall hear of me.—— 
[ Exit. 
(Enter an OF FICER in hafte.) 
Ore 1G kak 
Ye Tartar princes—He who rules the world, 


Commands your prefence. , 
. ZEN A. 
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ZENA. 7 
We obey; the king. [Exit Officer. 
CUBLA. 
By the long honors of my noble race, 
I will not go—beneath a traitor’s name 
To fall by Zingis. J will arm my tribe, 
Avow my hatred—call the tyrant forth, 
And die or conquer in an open war. 
ZENA. ? 
Ha! Would’ft thou plunge thyfelf, thy friends, thy 
hopes, 
In certain ruin ?>—Let us hence with fpeed 
And face the tyrant.— Zingis will avoid 
To feize on bare fufpicion chiefs of power. 
CU-B.L A. 
But his fufpicion is immediate death ; 
Decifively fevere, he fingles out 
The object of his wrath, and like the flath 
‘That burfts from heaven, blafts it ere the world 
Perceive the ftorm is near. 
Ai taN Ak 
Should he accufe, 
Thro’ his aftonifh’d guards our fwords fhall hew 
A bloody paflage to his life, and give 
His guilty fpirit to the rufhing winds. 
CU Bi As 
It fhall be fo. — [Exeunt. 


(Enter MIL A from the other fide the ftage.) 
MILA. 
My lord—my hufband—Cubla—— 
Ha! do’ftthou then forbid me to partake 
The 
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The perils which furround thy noble life. 
But he is gone, and left me to my fears. 
How awful is this moment—On its wings 
Hangs the uncertain fate of all I prize. 


Enter OVIS A. 


OuVrl 5. AC 
Where is the fon of Zingis >—Whither turn’d 
The fteps of Timur ?—At an hour like this, 
Opprefs’d by fortune, and o’erwhelm’d by woe, . 
My foul demands his prefence. 


MILA. 
Has the queen 


Heard of ——. 
OVISA. 


The murder of my father, Mila——. 

Do I feem unconcern’d ? Have not mine eyes 
Some tears upon them ? Do not fighs extend 

At times my bofom ? Dwell no figns of woe 
Upon my features ? Yes—my heart is hard, 

Elfe from my grief, thou ought’ft to have perceiv’d 
That I had loft a father whom I lov’d. [Weeps. 
ped aa 


Alas ! forbear-— 
; © V~--SieA:? 


Disfigur’d, from his throne 
The king of Afia fell,—of a long race, 
Who fat aloft in Tartary, and rul’d, 
Like gods, with juftice—Aunac was the laft :— 
For what am I1?—A folitary beam, 
Left by that fun behind—to fhine a while 
A faint memorial of our fplendid line, 
And then to fade in night. 

1 MILA; 
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MILA. 

Tho’ loth to add» 

To forrows great like thine—to wound a fouk 
That feels too much already, I muft tell 
Some further caufe of grief. 

OVISA. 

~  No—Mila—no, 
Thou can’ft not add to forrows great like mine. 
Forfake me—leave me—my difaft’rous ftate, 
Drives me beyond the reach of further woes. 
Alas my father! Pale and cold he lies 
On the bare ground, beneath the chilly blaft 
That howls acrofs the defart !—Will no friend 
Direét me—lead me—bear me to the place 
Where murder’d Aunac bleeds’in all his wounds. 
Some faint remains of life may wander {till 
Along his cheek—may faulter on his tongue, 
O let me prefs him in my warm embrace, 
Let poor Ovifa clofe his dying eyes. 
MILA. 

Forbear Ovifa—tho’ perhaps this hour 
Decrees, the fall of all I-hold moft dear. 
Such is thy ftrain of forrow, that my heart 
Melts at thy -woes, forgetful of my own. 
All may be well again. —— 

QuWbeiae 

Yes—Mila, all— 
But ’tis beyond the grave. This world prefents 
But fcenes of woe, and horror to my foul. 
MILA. 
My brother comes—how defp’rate is his ftate, 
I know his purpofe—my divided love 
Would rend my heart: I muft not tarry here, [ Exié. 
Enter 
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Enter” Z BPNTO O'C*, 


ZEMOUC A. 
Thou fair fultana of the eaftern world, 
Behold thy Nave Zemouca—-On his knees 
He pays that homage which a fubje& owes 
To the remains of Aunac’s royal line. 
OVISA. 
Arife thou friend of him who is no more. 
The wayward fortune of our royal houfe, 
Flas fall’n too heavy on the faithful few, 
Who follow’d us thro’ ruin. Haplefs prince, 
The camp of Zingis is no place for thee, 
Retire, and fave thy life-——The royal caule 
With Aunac fell for ever. 
ZEMOUE A. 
That depends 
On Aunac’s daughter. If that fpirit dwells 
In that white bofom, and I truft it does, 
Which mark’d the genius of thy noble line, 
Ovifa, in her beauty, may afcend, 
From the misfortunes which obfcur’d her race, 
And rule the nations on her father’s throne. 
O.V ISA. 
No more—Zemouca—Such delufive hopes 
Shall not betray me from the paths of grief. 
Let me indulge my woes.—A captive here, 
What can Ovifa do! 
ZEMOUCA. 
Not far from hence 
‘My faithful tribe ftands ready to convey 
Their beauteous fovereion.—Ere the morning dawns 
aes ~ We 
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We fhall be far from Zingis. Inthe Weft 
The tyrant has a foeE—Charizmian Mahmud, 

Who, thund’ring round his Cafpian, now prepares 
For war againft the Niron. 
O Vel SeA\ 

Prince—no more ! 
1 will not hence. —To move around the world, 
To raife the fcorn or pity of mankind ; 
For majefty in ruins, ill becomes 
Ovifa’s fex and dignity of foul. 
ZEMOUCA. 

Timur detains thee—Yes—thy father’s foes, 
His murderers, the bafe ufurper’s race, 
Alone have influence with the loft Ovifa. 
The faithful few—his friends in his diftrefs, 
His only friends, amidft a rebel world, 
The fole fupporters of his falling houfe, 
Muft not expect his daughter’s grateful hand 
To draw them forth from ruin. 

ODVGhscss 


Is it well 
Thus to upbraid me in an hour of woe ? 

I thought thee gen’rous.—Can’ft thou wound aheart 
That feels too much already. 
ZEMOUCA. 

Time is loft.— 
We muft away—Thy inexperienc’d youth— 
My loyalty for Aunac’s race—the love 
That fires this bofom—tfhall excufe the deed— 
I muft determine for thee—bear thee hence— 
[Seizing her hand. 
Our hope, our caufe muft not be loft.—This fword 
Is 
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Is thy protection.—Yield not to thy fears ; 
Why doft thou tremble ? Struggle not my love— 
Hence—hence—away: 
ORV Tes tA. 

Prefumptuous man—forbear 
This, to thy queen ?—Is this thy boafted love ? 
Thy faith to Aunac and his royal line ? 
Doft thou not fear me ?—hence—unhand me 

ftraight, 

Or this thy fword— [Seizing bis fword. 


Enter T I M U R, who draws and ruthes for- 
ward, Ovifa interpofes. 


O fpare him, daring Timur ! 
Unhappy man, he was the friend of Aunac, 
In the misfortunes of our houfe he falls— 
Defpair invades his foul. Tho’ great his crime, 
Why fhould it cancel all ? I mutt forgive,— 
I dare not be ungrateful. Son of Zingis 
Wilt thou not hear me? 
Shp 1 
Not with more regard 
A voice from heaven.— Begone,—had not this 
place [to Zemouca. 
Been facred like the prefence of a god ; 
Were not Ovifa here,—thy infolence 
Would meet with its defert. Go, force me not 
To take that life I lately fpar’d in war. 
Z EM OsU,C A. 
It fhall be fo,—a vengeance more compleat 
Becomes the fpirit of Zemouca’s mind. 
My defperate ftate demands decifive means 
To end thefe ills shat compafs me around. [Ex 
TIMUR. 


€2 WA FN EGET Sy 

Ty dud eR 
Away—vain man,—thy fecret fchemes avail 
As little, as thy valor in the field. 
Come lovely mourner,—come into my arms, 

-O footh a while thy fluttering foul to peace ; 
Allis not lot. Tho’ fate has been unkind, 
One ftill remains to-fhield thee from thy foes. 
Ovifa,—let us hence,—fome faithful friends 
Wait on the Altay’s bank. 

OVISA. 
No—Timur—no,— 
~Determin’d to remain,—my foul is fix’d 

On death or great revenge !—Shall he, —fhall 

Zingis, — 

The murderer of my father,—of my race— 

Weild Aunac’s {cepter—while Ovifa lives ? 

No—fhould mankind in meannefs bow the neck 
To tyranny,—a woman’s bolder hand 
Shall free herfelf, — nay more, — fhall free the 

world.— 7 

‘Thus—thus opprefs*d,—the fofinefs of my fex 
Mutt fink beneath the greatnefs of my foul. 

el Goas 

What horrid gulph is opening to my view ?— 
What fhould I do.?—Here, hurried on to guilt,.. 
By all my wrongs,—by all the pow’r of love,, . 
And there withheld by virtue.— 

OVES AL 
Turn, away 

Thefe dark, diforder’d looks that pierce my foul. 
Reject me,—leave me,—tear me from thy heart, 
I ftain thy virtue, ruin all thy fame.— 

T turn 
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I turn thy fword againft thy father’s life. 
Throw the perfuafive mifchief from thy arms. 
Alas ! why am I fo opprefs’d by fate, 
That I muft urge to crimes I muft abhor !— 
Ha! we muft part,—I am demanded-hence, 
1 know the dreadful courfe I muft purfue, 
To calm this tempeft that infiames my foul. [ Bang: 
‘rdw U OR, 
O leave me not,—I will determine ftraight,« —~ 
The thought is dreadful,—muft I raife thefe hands, 
Thefe impious hands, againft a father’s life, 
The king of Afia— 
OY 1S A. 
Afia’s king is dead, — 
And Afia’s tyrant triumphs in his fall._— 
No fon was left by Aunac to revenge 
His wrongs,—his blood. The poor, diftrefs’d 
Ovifa 
Is faint,—is Pabiaetnas not aught but tears 
To footh the fpirits of her murder’d race. 
O quickly call me hence, ye friendly thades 
Of thofe that are no more. Receive the laft, 
And the moft wretched of a haplefs race. 
I come,—farewel—what darknefs. falls around ! 
Support me Timur. 
eb MAUR. 
Emprefs of my foul ! 
I will fupport thee.—O’er her fhaded brow 
Life faintly ftrays— Awake, my love, awake ; 
Orleave me not to horror and defpair. 
She comes,—fhe breathes,—my foul is fAll’d with 
joy. ? 
Enter 
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Enter NADIR, in terror. 
What woud’ft thou Nadir ? 
IN ATDAIAR. 
Prince thou art betray’d, 
A thoufand warriors, by the king’s command 
Surround this place,—thy train already feiz’d, 
Are led in chains ; fierce Zena has poffefs’d 
Each pats from hence.—At fuch a time of peril, 
Can Nadir ferve thee with his f{word,—his life ? 
Command them freely. 
TL oI'MPUsEr: 
Leave me, generous youth, 
Why fhouldft thou fall »—perhaps I may demand 
Thy valor in a more aufpicious hour, 
But now away. [Exit Nadir. 
Retire,—my love,—retire, [to Ovifa. 
Regain the tent. The tumult of the fcene 
Suits not the feelings of a foul like thine. 
I have fome friends among the warlike lines, 
That threaten us around. I ftill may raife 
Their virtue in my favor, turn the fcale 
Of fate, and fave the firft of womankind. 
CN TPS AS 
Stay, Timur, ftay— 
‘L~T MeUER; 
The moment’s on the wing 
That may preferve us both.— 
OVISA., 
I know thy purpofe. 
Thou plan’ft fome defperate deed, and wilt retire 
From thy misfortunes in the way. thou lov’ft. 


And 
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And wilt thou leavé me ‘in the midft of foes, 

Depriv’d; ‘perhaps, "of imeéans't6 end my grief ? 

It muft not be;a foul opprefs'd liké mine, 

Throws off a woman's weaknefs, and demands — 

My fhare of ‘dangerwith ‘the man I love. 
TIMUR. 

It fhall be fo, fultana of my foul, 

I will remain. 


Enter ZENA, with euards, 
Ds EN A,. 

Go foldiers,—feize the prince, 
It is ‘the will of Zingis. 

T. I NBL, 

Faithlefs man ; 
Doft thou prefitine *—Doft_ thou. not fear this 
O88 BORE? 
Provoke meé not.—With blood fo bafe as thine, . 
It has not been difhonor” d. 
Zi E N A. 
Prince, forbeane 

I will not anfwer unavailing rage : 
Now to refift, were ‘folly.—Thoufands gird 
This placé with an impenetrable -line : 
-Refign: thy. fword.=-Sufpicions' darkly pats 
Along the: fouliof Zingis,—he commands, 
‘That, for this night, his°fon may be confin’d - 
_ Among the warlike Kergis. 
ps Vv af S A. é 
: | ‘Timur, yield—__ 
Alas, they ate an army, . Let me not 
Behold: the hope of ‘Afia in: his: blood.’ 
: ‘K, fit PS Eg = 
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TIMUR. 

My. foie yields not,—but ‘thy tears. prevail: : 

Nadir, advance ; I faw thee in the field 

Ac well a foldier’s part :. receive, my {word, :' 

It is a prefent which I {corn to give 

To any but a foldier... Chief..of Kergis, 

Thy honourable fervice is perform’d, 

Conduct me hence.— | 


Zz E NA. 
‘The orders of the king 
Extend to fair Ovifa ;—thro’ the night, 
I muft convey her to the camp of, OGtar ; ; 
So Zingis has commanded. 


ee VIO AN, 


_- He who dares: 

To touch this goddefs, with unhallowed hands, 
Shall perifh in her prefence—Ha! my fword,— 
*Tis gone,—the moment of revenge is paft, 
Unhappy Timur cannot die with fame. 
And fhall fhe thus be fevered from my heart ? 
Ovifa ! 

O.V.LS.A. 


‘Timur,—fate has done its wortt, 
And we muft part.—Lead Omrah, leadme hence.— 
Detain me not, [40 Timur.] alas, to ftrive is vain,— ° 
Farewel, my lord,—thou foon fhalt hear of me,— 
Perhaps thy cruel father will relent, 
When he fhall hear his rigor laid me low ; 
Perhaps he then may liften to thy grief, 
And give what was Ovifa, to thy tears, 
O place, me by my father,—let his hand, _, 
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Cold as it is, fupport his daughter’s head, 
Thro’ her long flumbers in the peaceful grave, 
< [Exeunt Zena and guards, with Oyila. 


TIMUR, alone.: 


Where am I ?—whither. fhall I turn my fteps 2, 
Tm here in darknefs,—the fair light. 1s. gone, | 
That gilded o’er my melancholy — {tate.— 

I mutt refolve, fhe fhall not thus be torn 

From Timur’s fide.—Ill wake his armies round, 
Proclaim my wrongs,—demand their aid aloud, 
And fave Ovifa, or my life refign. [Going. 


Enter, CU BL A. 
CUBLA. 


*T was nobly fpoke, at length thou haft refolv'd. — 
This is the time to right thyfelf, —thy love ;— 
To gain the fcepter wrefted from thy hand,— 
To fave Ovifa.— 

Te LalVi We R. 

Let us hence, with fpeed 

She fhall be refcued, or this arm fhall fail.— 

CUBLA. 
Stop, fon of Zingis, know, the queen is fafe. 
The mounted fquadrons wait thy laft refolves, 
Kre they ey, her hence.—Brave Zena {till 
Is Timur’s friend,—if Timur will be bold. 
He fends thy fword to teftify his zeal. 
Thou wer’t irrefolute,—and he perform’d 
Thy father’s orders,—will obey him full, 


Shouldit thou thy tame morality purfue.— 
K 2 LT oM eR: 
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TIMU R.. 


It hail be fo,—all further thought. away. 

Hafte, arm the tribes, —let all Ee gallant chiefs 

Who draw the fword for, Timur, ftraight convene 

Before Ovifa’s tent.—The fire that long 

Within this bofom pent, convuls’d my ‘frame, 

Shall: burft 1 in thunder forth, and thake the.world. 
~ UBxennt, . 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. ~ 
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Pod T 7 mesg , 
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4 bes Bo a time reac near. duit e Btene 
moon, | 

Now,-cold and wan, rolls down aus ‘ay welt 

And haftes to hide her half-enlighten’d orb: 

At fuch a dreary, amdditinguited ‘hour, 

Theveuilty ought to' perpetrate fuch crimes 

As ill can bear the fplendid eye of day. 

¥et'l'am ure’d with fuch uncommon force— 

By love, by wrongs, by all a father’s crimes— ~~ 

To ufe the fword—that, partial’to my ftate, 

Mankind will pity, where they can’t approve. 


Enter CUBLA, ZENA, and Confpirators. 


Hail, gallant chiefs... Are all the: tribes in arms? 
CONSPIRATORS, 


All under arms. 
> CUBLA. 

We only «wait to:know 
The pott affign’d to each.—T hy high: commands,- 
To point the line of action thro’ the night. 

is TIMUR, 

Our daring enterprize, my friends, demands. 
Conduét’as wellas valor.—On that hill 
No feeble foe fecurely dreams in night. 
To wreit the world’from Zingis, is a deed 
As full of peril as. it-is of fame. 

Mi | Cubla, 
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Cubla, the haughty Nirons, who are form’d 
Before the royal fquare—and boaft the blood 

Of Zingis, muft be vanquifh’d by the fpear. 

To the bold Tomats, who defend the pafs 

Along the river—Zena, we oppofe 

Thy hardy tribe.—To bold Jeffugi’s {word —_- -» 
Affign the ftubborn Vigurs on the left. | 

To thee, Togai, the noble tafk we give 

To break the Munguls, marfhall’d inithe rear. 

’ Araptan, ftrike confufion and difmay 

Thro’ all the nations that extend their lines 
Towards the mountains. —Timur draws the fword 
Againft the chofen Toman *, that. alofc Fok 
Look forward from their fhields thro’ dufky night,” 
And guard their fovereign with a wall of fteel. 


G-U.-B Le A, 
What is the fignal ? 


TIMUR. eee 
When you thrice fhall hear — 

The midnight watch refounding from the‘rock ~~ 

Where Zingis ftands in arms—on every fide 

Exalt the fhout of war—affail at once 

Th’ embattl’d Nirons.—Thro’ the ftorms we crailes ; 

Afcend victorious ; or by noble deaths 


Avoid difhonour, 
ALL. 


Victory and Timur! . [Exeunt Conjpir. 
EM i tare \ 

°*Tis done—Amidft his armies Zingis falls. 

But yet, to fit upon the Tartar throne, 

Red with a father’s blood, and to derive 


€ A body of ten thoufand men, 


mine 
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My title from rebellion—is a ftate 
My foul approves not.— 


Enter *O V- P:S°A: 
Bright fultana, come, 
And, like a funbeam feen before a ftorm, 
Diffufe a pleafing melancholy light 
Along a mind that’s fhadow’d o’er with woe. 
OV Sta. 
Alas, Ovifa is the guilty caufe 
Of all the griefs that fhadow o’er thy foul. 
?Twas I diferac’d thee: *twas the adverfe fate 
Of the devoted line, that, like a blaft, 
Pafs’d o’er thy blighted honors—laid thee low, 
To wither in thy prime. To ruin Timur 
Was not enough—I made a parricide 
Of him I lov’d. 
A RA 3 se 5 
Forbear, my foul’s delight ! 
I blame thee | not, thou firft of pomantind ! 
Fate urg’d me on—a concourfe of events 
Decrees his fall— 
OVISA. 
The tyrant fhould have dy’d 
But by thefe hands—the laft—the poor remains 
Of Aunac’s houfe—his murder’d fovereign’s race 
Should rid the world of Zingis—fhould revenge 
‘The treachery, the treafons, and the blood 
‘By which he rofe into the Tartar throne. 
I have offended—he’s thy father, Timur ; 
Forgive the rage, the madnefs, the defpair 
Of one, fo broken with uncommon woes. [/Weeps. 
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TIM-U RY’ 


O hitrals not a foul fo foft as ‘thine 
With dire viciffitudes of grief and jrage.— 
All may be well—becalm thy mind scwlnlen ; 
Our time is fhort—this hour— - 
O V_As82A. 
May Be the laf. 

We ere fhall meet—I know it, fon of Zingis ; 
And have refolv’d.—The {pirit of our race 
Has not forfaken this diftracted breatt. 
Should Timur fall—and my foreboding heart _ 
Still dreads the worft— why fhould I ftay behind ? 
To lofe again my father, brother, friends, 
Alf thefe art thou to defolate Ovifa. 

Pal Vit aks 
How fhall [ footh to reft thy mournful mind 2?” 
Let heaven difpofe .of .me— 

[The firft watch founds. 

That calls me hence— 
This one embrace—it fhall not be the laft. 
Compofe thy foul, my love ;—O let not grief — 
Diffolve thee thus—convulfe thy aa frame— 
Again— -. [Second found. 

Be not too tafhe— This dreary place— 

The deed a doing, and the gloom of night 
Replete with horrors, may ae defpair. 
‘O think on Timur—think upon his woes, 


Should he behold— _., (Third found. > 
I come—I come— Farewell. ails 
OVISA. 


rj 


He’s gone—for ever vanifh’d from my eyes r 
O king— O father—if thy fpirit ftrays 


iO 


On. 
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On the dark winds that whiftle round my head— 
Are thefe thy paffing fteps that found aloft 
Along the ruftling branches of that oak ? 

Look on Ovifa.—Have I not reveng’d 

Thy murder—thy flain fon— thy kingdom loft— 
The ruin’d glories of a line of kings ? 

I arm’d his fon againft thy cruel foe ; 

Plune’d into guilt, for thee, the firft of men ; 
And rifk’d a life much dearer than my own. 

Art thou not fatisfy’d— 


Enter | MIL A. 


MILA. 
Alas, Ovifa, we are left alone. 
The hill is bare of troops. —The waining moon 
Has difappear’d—the melancholy blaft 
Of midnight, mixing with the Altay’s roar, 
Sounds thro’ the lonely tents. The night is dark— 
With horror fill?’d— 
OVISA. 
It fuits my ftate of mind. 
Mila, the long difafters of our houfe 
Are drawing to conclufion.—I obferv’d 
A brother’s prefent in thy bofom hid— 
Thy queen demands it.— 
MILA. 
Ha ! what means Ovifa! 
OVISA,. 
That dagger, Mila— 
(Snatching a dagger from Mila’s bofom. 
My fuperior woes, 
L ‘My 


ah ZING 15S, 


My rank commands priority in’ deaths = 
 [Noife at a diftanee. 
The dreadful ftrife is {welling in the wind— 
: [Kueekng. 
Thou foul divine, that doft pervade the world, 
If from thy awful dwelling in the fkies, 
Where round thy throne, the murm’ring thunder 
- walks, 
The ready minifter of thy commands, 
Thou look’f{t thro’ the breaches of thy ftorms, 
At times, on earth. O turn thine eyes on Timur : 
Ward off the hand of death— 
[The noife increafes ; Ovila ftarts up. 
Perhaps his foul 
This very inftant iffued thro’ his wounds. 
MILA. 
Alas, my queen, what horrors fhake thy frame ! 
What wildnefs fiafhes from Ovifa’s eyes ! 
All may be well—forbear— 
OVISA. 
; I thal] be firm— 
Firm as the fon of Aunac—he who fell 
Amidft his ruin’d armies—On that rock 
Which bends.its moffy forehead, o’er the ftream, 
There ftands a tree 5 it murmurs to the wind. 
Shrill in its top, laft night, I heard the voice 
Of pafling Zangon—thou fhalt find me there. 
Go, bid my flaves, if any yet attend 
The defolate Ovifa, to obferve 
The progrefs of events—to mark the time 
When Timur falls—If Afia’s hope muft die. 
That thro’ the dreary horrors of the night, 
My foul may join the lord of my defires. [Exeunt. 


S CoB Dee 
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SCENE changes to the Royal Pavilion. 


Enter ZINGIS, NEVIAN, Officers and 
Co Sita Attendants. 


Shouts at a Diftance. 


| ZINGIS. 

This is the feeble effort ‘of defpair. 
Zemouca feeks for death. His haughty foul, 
Bereft of hope, awakes this tumult round, 
And in a daring action longs to leave 
The world it fail’d to rule— 


Enter an OF FICER in hafte. 


OoFPsE C E R.cd 
Zemouca;, Zena, 
The Soigarates—the Kergis—all in arms, 
Attack the troops upon the Altay’s banks, 
And rufh upon the line—the guards o’erwhelm’d, 
From poft to poft roll back upon the fquare ; 
The gallant prince, Caredi, with his tribe, 
Stems the rude torrent—but he foon mutt fall, 
Unlefs fupported—This from him to Zingis. 
ZINGLIS, to an Officer. 
Balin, this inftant haften and repel 
This impotent attack—But fince mankind 
Are flaves to fear, and armies by furprize 
Have fall’n before a defpicable foe, 
We fhall not fail in prudence—Sound to arms. 
[Trumpet founds. 
La OFRICER., 


OFFICER. 

We are begirt with foes—On every fide 
. Bold treafon walks thro’ night—Confufion, fear, 
Run thro’ our lines—I heard the dreadful voice 
Of Timur thundring thro’ thé horrid gloom ; 
While Cubla from amidft the war replies— 
Half of the tribes are rebels—Up the hill, 
Thro’ men and arms, they hew their bloody way 
Towards the royal tents. 

ZINGIS. ; 

Thy fears, young man, 

Have magnify’d the danger.—Let our guards 
Stand to their arms within the royal fquare. 
The fon of Zingis muft not be defpis’d. 
Timur is brave—he only durft attempt 
A deed fo great. Demand his father forth, 
And in the bofom of the midnight cloud 
Contend with him for Afia. 


Enter SID ASCO, wounded. 


SIDASCO. 
All is loftt— 
The line is broke—within the royal fquare 
Death ravages at large—Our braveft chiefs, 
The firm fupporters of the fame of Zingis, 
Are ftruck with fear, and fly. 
ZINGIS. 
ae Away—’tis time 
For Zingis to appear. 
SIDASCO. 
It is too late— 
NEVIAN 
The camp of Oétar—— 
eel ek ve ar ZINGLS. 


A TRAGEDY. 0 
ZINN GAs: 
What of Oétar’s camp ? 
NEVIAN. 
Let us retreat——. 
Pda iored SS, 
Prefumptuous man—no more— 
Foe to my fame—doft thou—fhall Afia’s lord 
Shrink from the face of danger—blood fhall {well 
The Altay’s ftream—the Eaft—the world fhall 
oroan 
Beneath the fhock of armies, ere from war 
The backward ftep of Zingis fhall be feen. 
{ Exeunt, except Sidafco. 


Enter TIMUR, CUBLA, and other Confpirators, 
with drawn Swords. 


TIMUR. 
The tent of Zingis !—Spare the hero’s life ; 
The conqueror of Afia muft not fall. 
Stain not with horrid parricide the fame 
We have acquir’d.—Sidafco, in his blood ! 
On thee the death of Aunac is reveng’d. 
Relentlefs, cruel Omrah.— Where is Zingis ? 

S1SDrATStCrO. 

Fled to the camp of Oétar. 

‘Tor Nee oR, 


Thou betray’{t 
Thy fovereign’s fame—my father never fled. 
If, in the carnage of this dreadful night, 
Somé {pot is cover’d with uncommon heaps 
Of Naughter’d warriors, there the king of Nirons 
Lies 
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Lies pale upon his flain.—Convey him hence. 
We war not with the vanquith’d.—Hafte, Togai, 
And with the mufic of the Tomans bring 
The bright Ovifa: fhe fhall rule the Eaft, 
CUBLA. 
The troops muft have a king—they look aloft 
To him who pull’d the tyrant from his fphere. 
This land of heroes to the {word alone 
- Will yield obedience. How can female hands 
Ere wield the fcepter Zingis could not hold! 
CHT Fakes. 
Let Timur reign ! 
CUBLA. 
The moment’s on the wing, 
Then feize it prince, ere wild diffentions rife. * 
Mankind are ftruck with novelty, and he, 
Who, thro’ the rude diforders of the night, 
Has courage to afcend the Tartar throne, 
Will be fupported,—Timur king of Tartars ! 
| C:H-LE:F-.S. 
Timur, king of Tartars ! 
PROTOS Ura ik 
Since then the public voice— 


Enter ZEMOUCA, with his Party, haftily, 
with his fword drawn. 


ZEMOUCA. 
The man who dares 
To mount this throne, fhall perifh in his crime. 
The race of Aunac fhall the Tartars rule, 


Ovifa only has a right to reign. 
TIMUR, 
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Tdi M Uae: 

Prefumptuous man, who in this thin difguife 
Of loyalty, doft hide thy own defigns, 
Thy infolence forbear,—or elfe this fword— 

’ ZEMOUCA, 
Vain are thy threats,—the bafe ufurping Niron, 
Who rais’d himfelf, as every villain may, 
By perfidy, by treafon, and by blood, 

Is now removed, thou pafrricide, by thee.— 
Nor fhall the tyrant’s race— 


Pal MUR. 
Audacious, flave ! 
Thus Timur anfwers— [They fight, 
: ZEMOUCA., 


Niron, at thy heart 
Thus perifh all—Ha ! ftill his adverfe fate 
Purfues Zemouca—Faithlefs to my hand, 
(Throwing away bis word. 
Hadft thou but done my purpofe.—Unrevene’d 
I die.— | Falls. 
The Niron’s fortune ftill prevails. 
The world, for which I fought and toil’d fo long, 
Is now fecur’d to Timur.—Bricht Ovifa, 
She too is his.—The kingdoms of my fathers 
Are fall’n for ever. But my foul is free-— [Dies. 
CUBLA. | 
Why totter thus thy weak, unfteady fteps ? 
What palenefs, Timur, wanders o’er thy face? 
How fares it with the prince ? 


leks NOU oR. 


Does Zingis live ° 
CUBLA. 
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CUBLA. 
What means my lord ? 


TIMUR. 
Go grafp his royal knees, 
If yet he wanders thro’ his ruin’d lines, — 
He may forgive you. Heaven reveng’d his wrongs 
On his rebellious fon. 


CUBLA. 
He bleeds to death——~ 
T.1°M.U_R. 
If, midft his hofts, the lord of Afia fell, 
Repair to Octar,— he alone can hold . 


The fcepter of his father. Let him not— 
I knew him generous, let not Octar ufe 
His pow’r againft Ovifa—Let her will 

Be free amidft the horrors of her ftate. 


Enter an OF FICER hatftily. 


All, all his loft ! 
CUBLA. 


Explain thy fears, 
OFFICER. 
The king—— 
Zingis, advancing with his Niron guards, 
Broke our victorious troops, and pour’d their flight 
Down the fteep hill. A while the valiant Zena 
Flam’d in the front of war, and ftop’d the foe 
Till Main by Zingis.—Round the royal {quare 
Each pafs is feiz’d. 


CUBLA 


ATER A GELD:Y. 81 


CU BL A, to Timur. 


Thy prefence may recal 
The flying tribes, 
TIMUR. 


What now remains of life, 

Cannot convey me hence.—My adverfe fate 
Lies heavy on my friends. Retire with {peed, 
Avoid the lord of Afia in his rage. 

[ Exeunt confpirators, except Cubla. 

CUBLA. 

Let them avoid who fear him—Haplefs prince ; 
J did advife thee to this daring deed, 
And will fupport thee to the laft extream.— 
This to my fame I owe, and this to thee, 
And to a fpirit that difdains to yield. 


Enter ZINGIS and his Party. 


Flourifh of Trumpets. 


Zid) N-GES, 
Purfue the traitors. Thou rebellious youth, 
That durft call forth thy father—fhake his throne, 
And make him anxious for the world he rul’d. 
Ha ! doft thou tremble ? Art thou only bold 
When fortune favors in the gloom of night ? 
Degenerate boy ! We fooner could forgive 
Thy crimes than fears. 
TIMUR falling. 
My father is reveng’d.— 
. ZINGIS. 
Ha ! is it thus.—Has the rude chance of war 
O’ertaken Timur in a deed like this ? 
M ) Hadtt 


Hadft thou with fame, with honor cover’d o’er 
Thy latter field,—In other wars expir'd, 
Thefe tears would flow from a more noble caufe 
Than pity for a fon, 
TIM U R. 

Will Zingis grant 
My laft requeft.—Yet I have known fo long 
Th’ unalter’d rigor of a father’s will, 
That Timur has no hopes,—T leave my friends, 
Whom their affections lifted in my caufe, 
Involv’d in ruin.—Spare them—Q proteé 
A poor difaftrous mourner in her tears. —— 
Daughter of Aunac! Let thy pride forgive 
The ‘feelings of a heart that’s wholly thine. 
V’ll not folicit.—No,—Ovifa, no. 
I will not wound thy dignity of foul, 
By a requeft to foes. Yet Timur now 
Can not defend— Ovifa—-Oh—farewel. [Dies, 

ZIN GELS, 

I was to blame.—He ought to rule. the Eat ; 
For when my ipirit fhould forfake the world, 
His milder genius would have reconcil’d 
The vanguite d nations to the houfe of Zingis. 


* 


Enter OVISA, led by TOGAI, 


OVISA., 
I am betray’d—Perfidious man ! Is this— 
Is this the king to whom thou lead’{t Ovifa ? 
ZINGIS, | 
Remove the princefs, 


3 OVISA, 
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Ov IS A; 
Yes.—This fcene ce death, 

Becomes this prefence—Was it not enough, 
O thou deftroyer of Ovifa’s race ! 
To flay my brother—In his failing years 
To murder Aunac,—Could not nature hold 
Thy hand from Timur ?— Murderer of thy fon !— 
Ah! whither wanders my diftracted foul? 
By me he fell—’T was my ill-fated love 
Brought him to this—made all this ruin here.— 
_O Timur, Timur! [Torowing her felf on Timur’s body, 

No thou fhalt not force 
Her lord rath poor Ovifa.—I refien 
My claim to Afia.—Does thy iron heart 
Deny me this—a portion of his grave ? 

Zi lO Ne Gil sS, 

Nevian, convey her hence.—This fcene of blood _ 
Difturbs her reafon. : [Ovila flarting up. 
O.V_1 S.A. 

Tyrant, do thy worft.— 
This world is thine.—There is a place beyond 
The limits of thy empire.—It becomes 
The laft remains of Aunac’s royal line. 


-_ 


Thus—thus—to free herfelf— [Stabs herfelf. 
Zee PON ASS L's 
Prevent her Nevian.— 
ity Ll Ns 


It is too late 
OVIS A. 
O thou for whom alone 


I could have borne to live—it was not kind 
M 2 To 
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To leave me lonely thus : My murder’d lord— 
If ftill chy fpirit hovers in the wind, ~ 
O let me hear thy voice— Awhile delay— 
My foul is fluttering on its parting wings— 
I fee thee faintly, Timur !—Ha !—that cloud 
Comes in between—O—leave me not my love.— 

; [ Dies. 

PAVING ArO. 
Nevian convene our chiefs within the fquare, 
We have commands to give.-—We mutt reftore 
From this rude ftorm that has pafs’d o’er our camp, 
Our intermitted pow’r. Tomorrow war 
Shall roll this fcene of forrow from our mind.— 
And Zingis, like the fun thro’ cloudlefs heaven, 
Shall urge his courfe to conqueft. Chief of Eluths, 
{Zo Cubla. 

It was not well to arm our fon againft us. 
Butthere’s enough of blood.—Go— hence—away.— 
And yet the generous paffions of the foul, 
Thofe homely virtues of a private life, 
Suit not our great defigns.— We fit aloft, 
In thunder and in clouds, to awe the world, 
And firft muft conquer, ere we blefs mankind. 
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ESP LhiwQinGinW: -B; 
By Mr. GARRICK, 
Spoken by Mrs. ABINGTON. 


Tu fent good folks, to fpeak the Epilogue, 
But ’tis fo dull——I’1] cheat the fcribling rogue ; 
Among ourfelves, your lofs will be but fmall, — 
You’RE * too polite for Epilogue to call ; [* to the Boxes. 
But as for You t,-———it is your joy and pride, 

[ + to the Gallery 
Ever to call — but never fatisfied. —— 
Will you, ye Criticks, give up Rome and Greece ? 
And turn Mahometans, and fave this Piece ? 
What, fhall our ftage receive this Tartar race, 
Each whifker’d hero with a copper face ? 
I hate the Tartars,—hate their vile religion, — 
We have no fouls forfooth — that’s their decifion ! 
Thefe brutes, fome horrid prejudice controuls ; 
Speak, Englifh hufbands — have your wives no fouls ? 
Then for our perfons—ftill more fhameful work, 
A hundred women wed a fingle Turk ! 
Again, ye Englifh hufbands, what fay you ? 
A hundred wives ! you would not with for Two. 
Romans and Greeks for me ! —O that dear Sparta ! 
Their women had a noble Magna Charta ! 
There a young hero, had he won fair fame, 
Might from her hufband, afk a lovely dame ; 
The happy hufband of the honour vain, 
Gave her with joy, took her with joy again ; 
The chofen dame, no ftruggles had within, 
For to refufe had been a public fin.— 


And 
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And to theit honour, all: hiftorians - fay, - 
No Spartan lady, ever finn’d that way.— 


Ye Fair, who have not yet thrown out your bait, 
To tangle captives in the married ftate ; 
‘Take heed I warn you, where your (nee you fet, 
O let not Infidels come near your net. — 
Let hand in hand with prudence go your wifhes, 
Men are in general, the ftrangeft fifhes ! 
Do not for mifery your beauty barter, 
And, O take heed,;~+you do not catch a Tartar, 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Joun, Earl of BuTE, 


GROOM of the STOLE 
TO HIS 


Royal rhach the Prince of Watts. 


My Lorp, 
“: HE generous concern you were pleafed 


to exprefs for the anxieties of a young 
Author, then wholly unknown to your 
Lordthip, and trembling for his firft attempt 
towards ‘the graveft, moraleft, and moft 
A 2 <* pro- 


iy Lae D 1.C Avbelwoniues 


o, profitable of all poems,” as Milton calls a 
Tragedy, was the diftinguifhing mark of a 
mind truly great, and endued with thofe 
fine feclings which are the ornaments of even 
greatnefs itfelf. To this your innate partiality 
for every endeavour in the polite arts I mutt 
afcribe it, that the following fcenes met with 
an early approbation from your Lordfhip ; an 
approbation that was at once the author’s pride, 
and his ftrongeft affurance of fuccefs. 


The Public have indeed very far outgone my _ 
moft fanguine hopes, in their reception of this 
piece: but now, my Lord, Le Orphan has 
another fevere trial to go through; he muft ad- 
venture into the world, unaffifted by theadvan- 
tages of reprefentation: he muft enter your 
Lordfhip’s clofet, and there ftand the examina- 
tion of the moft accurate criticifm. In Met: de-~ 

feendat gudicis aures. "This cannot but be an 
alarming circumftance to a writer fully con- 
{cious of his own inability; who has not been 
able entirely to pleafe even his own tafte; who 
-. defpairs of fatisfying others of a more exalted 
telith in the arts, and therefore craves at your 

4, Lordthip’s 


DEDICATION. Vv 


Lordfhip’s hands that protection to his induf- 
try, which he is aware cannot be granted to 


his merit. 


I have the honour to remain, with the trueft 


refpect, and moft | grateful acknowledgment, 


My Lord, 
Your Lordfhip’s 
Mott obliged, 
and moft devoted 


humble fervant, 


Lincoln’s Inn, 
April 30, 175g. 


ARTHUR MURPHY. 


YP R'O EO G USE. 


By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Efq 
POET-LAUREAT. ‘ 


Spoken by Mr. HOLLAND. 


BNQUGH of Greece and Rome. Th exhaufied fore 
Of either nation now can charm no more 
Ew’n adventitious belps in vain we try, 
Our triumphs languifh in the public eye 5 
And grave proceffions, mufically flow, 
Here pafs unheeded,—as a Lord Mayor’s phew. 
On eagle wings the poet of to-night 
Soars for frefh virtues to the fource of light, 
{o China’s eaftern realms: and boldly bears 
Confucius’ morals to Britannia’s ears. 
Accept th’ imported boon; as ecchoing Greece 
Receiv'd from wand’ ring chiefs her golden fleece 3 
Nor only richer by the fpotls become, 
But praife th’ advent’rous youth, who brings them homirs 
Que dulious charadter, we own, he draws, 
A patriot zéalcus in a monarch’s caufe! 
Nice is the tafk the varying hand to guide, 
And teach the blending colours to divide 
Where, rainbow-like, th encroaching tints invade 
Lach ather’s bounds, and mingle light with fhade. 
Ef then, affiduous to obtain his endy 
You find too far the fubjed?s zeal extend ; 
Tf undifiinguifh d loyalty prevails 
Where nature forinks, and firong affection fails, 
On China’s ienets charge the fond miftake;*~ 
And {pare his error for his Virtue’s fake. 
From nobler motives our allegiance Jpringss 
For Britain knows no Right Divine in Kings ; 
From freedom’s choice that boafted right arofe, 
_ And thro each line from freedom’s choice it fuws. * : 
Fuftice, with Mercy join'd, the throne maintains ; 
And in his People’s Hearts ouR Monarcu reigisy 


jl as Gey 


Dees Loi Cee UE. 
Spoken by Mrs. YATES, 


HR O? five long ads I’ve wore my fighing face, 
Confin’d by critic laws to time and place ; 
Yet that once done, I ramble as I pleafe, 
Cry London Hoy! and whifk o'er land and [eas——me 
—Ladies, excufe my drefs—' tis true Chinefe. 
Thus, quit of hufoand, death, and tragic ftrain, 
Let us enjoy our dear fmall talk again. 
How cou’d this bard fuccefiful hope to prove ? 
So many beroes,—and not one in love ! 


No fuitor here to talk of flames that thrill ; t 


To fay the civil thing ** Your eyes fo kill |?’ ——we 

No ravifber, to force use——to our will f 

You've feen their caftern virtues, patriot paffions, 

And now for Something of their tafte and fafhions. 

O Lord! that’s charming——cries my Lady Fidget, 

I long to know it Do the creatures vifit ? 

Dear Mrs. Yates, do, tell as———Well, how is it ? 
Firft, as to beauty——Set your hearts at refi— 

Theyre all broad foreheads, and pigs eyes at bef? 

And then they lead fuch ftrange, fuch formal lives !— 

—A little more at home than Englifh wives : 

Left the poor things foou’d roam, and prove untrue, 

_ They all are crippled in the tiney fhoe. 
A hopeful fibeme to keep a wife from madding ! 

—We pinch our feet, and yet are ever gadding. 

Then they’ve no cards, no routs, ne'er take their flings 

And pin-money is an unheard-of thing ! 

* Then how a’ye think they write——You'll ne'er divine 


From top to bottom down in one ftrait line. [Mimicks. 

We ladies, when our flames we cannot Jmother, 

Write letters—from one corner to-another. [Mimicks, 
One mode there is, in which both climes agree 5 

I fearce can tel} "Mong ft friends then let it be— f 

—The creatures love to cheat as well as we. 


But blefs my wits! Pve quite forgot the bard: 
A civil foul !—By me he fends this card 
** Prefents refpetts—to ev’ry lady here 
“* Hopes for the honour——of a fingle tear.” 

The critics then will throw their dirt in vain, 

One drop from you will wafh out ev'ry fiain. 

Acquaints you——(now the man is paft his fright) 

He holds his rout,—and here he keeps his night. 

Affures you all a welcome hind and hearty, 

Tbe ladies foal play crowns—and there's the frilling party. 
[Points to the upper gallery, 
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ORPHAN of CHINA. 


Yntntntruniratntatrinirdabe titi treats tbe rt ete Me 


Ate: Gre Ry I; 
Enter MANDANE and MIRVAN. 


MANDANE. 
cee sal » never Aas, never—ftill this 
{ ae ne & #4, Muft throb with ceafelefs woe—All- 
ae Ss gracious heav’n ! 

Keneak Will not this palace drench’d in gore; 
7 the crown 
Of Ba. s kings fix’d on the Tartar’s brow ; 
Will not a traét of twenty years in bondage ! 
Ah! will not thefe fuffice, without freth caufe 
Of bitter anguifh in Mandane’s breaft >— 

MIRVAN. 
Better fupprefs thefe unavailing tears, 
This fruitlefs flood of grief.— 

B 


MANDAWNE, 
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MANDANE. 
Te will not be —— 
Ev’n ’midft the horrors of this difmal hour, 
When fate has all transferr’d from loft Cathai 
To vile barbarian hands ;—in fauch an hour, 
This heart, revolting from the public caufe, 
Bleeds from a private fource; bleeds for the woes 
That hang o’er Zamti’s houfe —— 
MIRVAN. 
Alas ! Mandane, ' 
Amidft the gen’ral wreck, who does not feel 
The keen domeftic pang ? 

MANODAWNE. 
Yes, all.—We all 
Mutt feel the kindred-touch ;—daily the cries 
Of widows, orphans, father, fon, and brother 
In vain are fent to heav’n ;—the wafteful rage 
Of thefe barbarians,—thefe accurs’d invaders,— 
Burns with increafing fire ;—the thunder ftill 
Rolls o’er our heads, threatening with hideous crafh 
To fall at once, and bury us in ruin, 


MIRVAN. 

And quickly fall it muft !—the hand of heav’n 
Weighs this great empire down. —~ | 

MANDAWNE. 
Nay, tax not heav’n! 
Almighty juftice never bares it’s arm 
*Gainit innocence and truth,—’Tis Timurkan, 
That fell barbarian—that infatiate wafter —— 
May curfes blaft the Tartar !—he—’tis he 
Flas bore down all, and ftill his Naught’ring {word 
In yonder field of death, where Corea’s troops 
Made their laft ftand for liberty and China, 
Crimfons the land with blood.—This battle loft, 
Oh! then farewell to all—But, Mirvan, fay, 
_ How came the tidings? —_— 
MIRVAN, 
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MIRVAN. 
From yon lofty tow’r, 
AAs my eyes, ftraining tow’rd the diftant plain, 
Sent forth an anxious look, thro’ clouds of duft 
The favage bands appear’d ; the weftern fun 
Gleam’d on their burnith’d helms ; —~ and foon a 
fhout . 
From the glad multitude proclaim’d th’ approach 
Of Timurkan ; elated with new conquett, 
The tyrant comes, and where his wrath will {top 
_ Heav’n only knows. —~— 
MANDANE. 

Oh! there—there lies the thought 
At which imagination ftarts, appall’d 
With horror at the fcene her bufy workings 
Have colour’d to my fight—there lies the thought 
That wakens all a mother’s fears—alas ! 
I tremble for my fon -—— 

MIRVAN. 
Your fon !—kind heav’n |! 
Have you not check’d his ardour ?+with your tears, 
Your foft authority, reftrain’d the hero 
From the alarms of war? 

MANDAN E: 
Alas, good Mirvan, 
Thou little know’ft his danger—but that truth 
Mutt never pafs thefe lips. —— 

MIRVAN. 


I hope Mandane 
Doubts not my honeft zeal-—full well you know 


I bear this tyrant deep and mortal hate ; 
That under him I lift, and wear this garb - 
In hopes that fome occafion may arrive,, 
When I may ftrike an unexpected blow, 


And do my country right. 


B2 MANDANE. 
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MANDANE. 
Thy loyalty, 
Thy truth, and honour have been ever fpotlefs. 
Befides thy wrongs, thy countlefs wrongs, the wounds 
He gave your injur’d family and name, —— 
MIRVAN. 
Alas! thofe wounds mutt ftill lie bleeding here, 
Untented by the hand of time—Not all 
His lenient arts, his favours heap’d upon me, 
Shall cool the burning anguifh of my foul. 
What he, that flew my father! drage’d my fifter, 
Blooming in years, to his detefted bed ! 
Yes, tyrant, yes;—thy unextinguith’d foe 
Dwells in this bofom.—Surely then to me 
Mandane may reveal her griefs—her wrongs 
Will add new fuel to my hidden fires, 
And make them burn more fiercely. — 
MANDANE. 
Urge no more —- 
My woes mutt reft conceal’d—yet fhould the tyrant 
Learn from the captives of yon vanquifh’d hoft, 
That China’s orphan breathes the vital air, 
And to himfelf unknown, within his breaft 
Unconfcious bears the gen’rous glowing flame 
Of all the virtues of his royal line; 
Oh! fhould they know that the dear youth furvives, 
That for his righteous caufe this war began, 
Their fury then would kindle to a blaze, 
Might wrap the world in flames, and in the ruin 
My blamelefs fon mutt perifh. 
MIRVAN. 
Seek not thus 
To multiply the ills that hover round you; 
Nor from the ftores of bufy fancy add 
New fhafts to fortune’s quiver.—Zamti’s care 
Fath ftill deceiv’d fufpicion’s wakeful eye ; 
And 
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And o’er the Mandarine his manners pure, 
And facred function have diffufed an air 
Of venerable awe, which e’en can teach 
Thefe northern foes to foften into men. 
MANDANE. 
Yes, Mirvan, yes—Religion wears a mien 
In Zamti’s perfon fo feverely mild, 
That the fierce Scythian refts upon his fpear, 
And wonders what he feels.— Such is the charm 
Of heart-felt virtue; fuch is nature’s force 
That {peaks abroad, and in rude northern hearts 
Can ftamp the image of an awful God. 
From that fource {prings fome hope :—Wretch that 
i Tam! 
Hope idly flutters on my trembling tongue, 
While melancholy brooding o’er her wrongs, 
Lays wafte the mind with horror and detfpair, 
— What noife is that >—— 
MIRVAN, 
Compofe this ftorm of grief; 
In ev’ry found your fancy hears the Tartar —- 
Your hufband this way bends 
MANDANE. 
Celeftial pow’rs ! 
What lab’ring fighs heave in his breaft >—— what 
terror . 
Rolls in the patriot’s eye?—hafte, Mirvan, -hence; 
Again look out; gather the flying news, 
And let me know each circumftance of ruin. 
[Exit Mirvan. 


Enter ZAMTI, 


Fa MANDANE, 
amt ! 


ZAMTI, 
Mandane! 


B 3 MANDANE 
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MANDAN. 
‘Ah! what haft thou feen ? 
What haft thou heard ?—tell me,—has fate decreed 
The doom of China | 


ZAM TTI. 
China is no more ; —— 
The eaftern world is loft—this mighty empire 
Falls with the univerfe beneath the ftroke 
Of favage force—falls from it’s tow’ ring hopes s 
For ever, ever fall’n ! 


MANDAN Ey 
Yet why, ye pow’rs! 
Why fhould a tyrant, train’d to luft and murder, 
A lawlefs ravager from favage wilds, 
Where chearful day ne’er dawns, but low’ring heav’n 
For ever rolls a turbulence of clouds ; 
Why fhould a monfter thus ufurp the world, 
And trample fair fimplicity from ill 
Beneath his ruffian feet ? 
ZAM. TI. 

Far hence, Mandane, 
Thofe happy days, alas! are fled, when peace 
Here nurs’d her blooming olives, and fhed round 
Her foft’ring influence,—In vain the plan 
Of facred laws, by hoary elders taught, 
Laws founded on the bafe of public weal, 
Gave leffons to the world,—In vain Canfuens 
Unlock’d his radiant ftores of moral truth ; 
Tn vain bright {cience, and each tender mute, 
Beam’d ev'ry elegance on polifh’d life—— 
Barbarian pow’r prevails. Whate’er our fages 

taught, . 
Or genius could infpire, muft fade away, 
And each fair virtue wither at the blaft 
Of northern domination, 


MANDAN Ex 
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MANDANE. 
Fatal day ! 
More fatal e’en than that, which firft beheld 
This race accurs’d within thefe palace walls, \. 
Since hope, that balm of wretched minds, is new 
Irrevocably loft. —— 
fae Wl TT. 
Name not the day, 
Which faw this city fack’d—freth ftream my eyes, 
Frefh bleeds my heart, whene’er the fad idea 
Comes o’er my tortur’d mind.— Why, cruel pow’rsd 
Why in-that moment could not Zamti fall ? 
| MANDANE. 
Thy fanctity, the fymbol of thy God, 
Made ev’n the conqueror fufpend his blow, 
And murmur foft humanity. — High heav’n 
Protected thee for its own great defigns ; 
"To fave the royal child, the new-born babe, 
From the dire flaughter of his ancient line. 
ZAM TI. 
Yes, my Mandane, in that hour of carnage, 
For purpofes yet in the womb of time, 
I was referv’d. ——I was ordain’d to fave 
* The infant boy; the dear, the precious charge, 
‘The laft of all my kings ;—full twenty years 
T’ve hid him from the world, and from himfelf, 
And now I fwear —— Kneel we together here ; 
While in this dreadful paufe our fouls renew 
Their folemn purpole. —— Both kneel. 
Thou all-gracious Being, 
Whofe tutelary care hath watch’d the fate 
Of China’s Orphan, who haft taught his fteps 
The paths of fafety, {till invelop him 
In fev’nfold night, till your own hour is come; 
Till your flow juitice fee the dread occafion 
To roufe his foul, and bid him walk abroad 
B 4 Vicegerent 


8 The OrPuHAN of CHINA, 


Vicegerent of your pow’r ;—and if thy fervant, 

Or this his foft affociate, e’er defeat 

By any word or deed the great defign, , 

Then ftraight may all your horrible difpleafure 

Be launck’d upon us from your red right arm, 

And in one ruin dafh us both together, 

The blafted monuments of wrath. —~ 
MANDANE, 

That here 

Mandane vows ne’er to betray his caufe, 

Be it enroll’d inthe records of heav’n! Both rife. 

ZAM TI. 

And now my heart more lightly beats ; methinks 

With ftrength redoubled I can meet the fhock 

Of adverfe fate. 
MANDAWNE, 

And lo! the trial comes —— 

For fee where Etan mourns—$ee where the youth, 

Un!.nowing of the itorm that gathers o’er him, 

Brings fome new tale of woe.-—— © , 


Enter ETAN. 


ETAN. 
My honour’d father, 
And you, my helplefs mother,—ah! where now, 
{luftrious wretched pair, where will ye fly ? 


Where will your miferies now find a fhelter ? 


ZAMTI. 
Tn virtue—I and this dear faithful woman, 
We afk no more. 
MANDANE. 
Ah! quickly, Etan, fay . 
What means that pallid look >—what new event 
Brings on the work of fate?——. 


ZAMTE, 
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ZAMTI. 
Say, does the tyrant 
Return unglutted yet with blood ? ——- 
ETAN, 
He does ; 
Ev’n now his triumph moves within the gates 
In dread barbaric pomp :—the iron fwarms 
Of Hyperboreans troop along the ftreets, 
Reeking from flaughter ; while, from gazing crowds 
Of their dire countrymen, an uproar wild 
Of joy ferocious thro’ th’ aftonifh’d air . 
Howls like a northern tempeft :—O’er the reft, . 
Proud in fuperior eminence of guilt, 
The tyrant rides fublime.—Behind his car 
The refufe of his fword, a captive train . 
Difplay their honeft fears, and gnafh their teeth 
With rage and defperation. —~ 
MANDANE, 
Cruel fate ! 
ETAN. 
With thefe a youth, diftinguifh’d from the reft, 
Proceeds in fullen march.—Heroic fire 
Glows in his cheek, and from his ardent eye 
Beams amiable horror, —— 
MANDANE, 
What of this youth ? 
ZAMTI. 
Be not alarm’d, Mandane—What of him? 
ETAN. 
On him all eyes were fix’d with eager gaze, 
As if their fpirits, ftruggling to come forth, _ 
Would ftrain each vifual nerve, — while thro’ the 
crowd ~ 
A bufy murmur ran—“ If fame fay right, 


*¢ Beneath that habit lurks a prince, the laft ae 
4¢ 
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<< Of China’s race.’”— The rumour fpreads abroad 
From man to man; and all with loud acclaim 
Denounce their vengeance on him. 


MANDANE. 


Ha! what fay’ft thou, Etan? 
Heav’ns how each black’ning hour in deeper horror 
Comes charg’d with woe ! 


ZAM TI. 
It cannot be.—Ye vain, ' . 
Ye groundlefs terrors hence. —~ Ajide. 
MANDANE. 


My honour’d lord, 
Thofe eyes upturn'd to heav’n, alas! in vain, 
Declare your inward conflict. 


ZAMTI. 


Lov’d Mandane, 

I prithee leave me—but a moment leave me.—< 

Heed not the workings of a fickly fancy, 

Wrought on by every popular report. 

Thou know’ft with Morat I convey’d the infant 

Far as the eaftern point of Corea’s realm ; 

There where no human trace is feen, no found 

Affails the ear, fave when the foaming furge 

Breaks on the fhelving beach, that there the youth 

Might mock their bufy fearchilz=. "Then check thy 
- fears —— 

Retire, my love, awhile; ll come anon,— 

And fortify thy foul with firm refolve, 

Becoming Zamti’s wife. —— 


MANDANE. 
WYes? Zamti’s wife 
Shall never act unworthy of her lord. 
Then hence I'll go, and fatisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive raifes in my heart, 


2 Quick 
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Quick panting with its fears—And O ye pow’rs! 
Protect my fon, my hufband, and my king! 


[Exit Mandane, 
ZAMTI and ETAN. 


ZAMTTI.. 
Come hither, Etan—thou perceiv’ft the toils 
That now incircle me —— 


Err AN, 
Alas! too well 
I fee th’ impending ftorm.—But furely, fir, 
Should this young captive prove the royal Orphan, 
You'll never own th’ important truth, 
ZAMTI. 
Dream not, young man, 
To ftand fecure, yet blooming into life, 
While vengeance hovers o’er your father’s head. 
The ftock once fallen, each fcyon muft decay. 
ETAN. 
Then let me perifh ;—witnefs for me, heav’n, 
Could Etan’s fall appeafe the tyrant’s wrath, 
A willing victim he would yield his life, 
And afk no greater boon of heav’n. 


ZAMTI. 
This zeal 
So fervid in a ftranger’s caufe-—— 
ETAN. 


A ftranger! he! 
My king a ftranger !—Sir, you never meant it— 
Perhaps you would explore the fiery feeds 
Of Etan’s temper, ever prompt to blaze 
At honour’s facred name.—Perifh the man, 
Who, when his country calls him to defend 
The rights of human kind, or bravely dic, ire 
0 
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Who then to glory dead can fhrink aghaft, 
And hold a council with his abject fears. 


: ZAMTI. 

Thefe tow’rings of the foul, alas! are vain, 

I know the Tartar well—fhould I attempt 

By any virtuous fraud to veil the truth, 

His lion-rage again fhall ftalk abroad, 

Again fhall quaff the blood of innocence ; 

And for Zaphimri all the poor remains 

Of China’s matrons, and her hoary fires, 

Her blooming virgins, and her lifping babes, 
Shall yield their throats to the fell murd’rer’s knife, 
And all be loft for ever 


ETAN, 


Then at once 
Proclaim him to the world ; each honeft hand 
Will grafp a f{word, and, ’midft the circling guards, 
Reach the ufurper’s heart—or fhould they fail, 
Should overwhelming bands obftruct the deed, 
~ [They'll greatly dare to die !—better to die 
With falling liberty, than bafely lead 
An ignominious lite.—Zaphimri loft, 
Ne’er fhall fair order dawn, but thro’ the land 
Slav’ry fhall clank her chains, and violation, 
Rapine, and murder riot at the will 
Of luft and lawleis pow’r. 
ZAMTI, 
‘Thou brave young man, 
Indulge my fond embrace—Thy lovely ardor 
It glads me thus to fee,—To eafe at once 
Thy gen’rous fears,—the prince Zaphimri’s fafe ; 
Safe in my guardian care —~ 
ETAN, 

This pris’ner, fir, 
He does not then alarm you? 

/ ZAMT 4 
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ZAMTI. 
No! from thence 
I’ve nought to fear.——~ 
ETAN. 
Oh! fir, inform your fon 
Where is the royal heir ? 
ZAM TI. 
Seek not too foon 
To know that truth—now I’ll difclofe the work, 
The work of vengeance, which my lab’ring foul 
Has long been fafhioning.—Ev’n at this hour 
Stupendous ruin hovers o’er the heads 
Of this accurfed race—— 
ETAN. 
Ruin ! 
ZAMTI. 
I°ll tell thee 
When Timurkan led forth his favage bands, 
Unpeopling this great city, I then feiz’d 
The hour, to tamper with a chofen few, 
Who have refolv’d, when the barbarians lic 
Buried in fleep and wine, and hotly dream 
Their havock o’er again,—then, then, my fon, 
In one collected blow to burft upon ’em ; 
Like their own northern clouds, whofe midnight 
horror ‘ 
Impending o’er the world, at length breaks forth 
In the vaunt lightning’s blaze, in ftorms and thunder 
Thro’ all the red’ning air, till frighted nature 
Start from her couch, and waken to a fcene 
Of uproar and deftruction. —— 


ETAN. 


Oh! my father, 
The glorious enterprize ! 
ZAMTI 
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ZAMTI. 
Mark me, young man. —— 
Seek thou my friends, Orafming and Zimventt. 
In the dim holy cloifters of yon temple 
Thouw’lt find them mufing—near Ofmingti’s tomb 
I charge they all convene; and there do thou 
Await my coming.—-Bid them ne’er remit 
Their high heroic ardor; let them know, 
Whate’er fhall fall on this old mould’ring clay, 
The tyrant never fhall fubdue my mind. 


End of the Firff Act. 


ASCSt 


ACT I. 


Enter ZAMTI. 


ZAMTI. 
OKA REAM on, deluded tyrant; yes, dreamon 
2% p 2 In blind fecurity:—whene’er high heav’n 
Means to deftroy, it curfes with illufion, 
MOK With error of the mind.—Yes, wreak 
thy fury 
Upon this captive youth ;—whoe’er he is, 
If from his death this groaning empire rife, 
Once more itfelf, refplendent, rich in arts 
That humanize the world,—he pays a debt 
Due to his King, his Country, and his God. 
His father,—wherefoe’er he dwell,—in tears 
Shall tell the glory on his boy deriv’d ; 
And ev’n his mother, ’midft her matron fhrieks, 
Shall blefs the childbed pang that brought him forth 
To this great lot, by fate to few allow’d !—— 
What would’ft thou, Mirvan ? —— 


Enter Mirvan. 


MIRVAN, 
Eagerly without 
A rev’rend ftranger craves accefs to Zamti—— 
His head hoary with age, with galling tears 
His eyes fuffus’d ; his ev’ry look impatience — 
ZAMTI. 
Give him admittance 
—— How my fpirits ruth 


[ Hwit Mirvan, 


‘Tumultuous 
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Tumultuous to my heart—what may this mean ? 
Lo! where he comes—— 


Enter MoRAT. 


MORAT. 
‘Zamti!—— 
ZAMTI 
Ha !—thro’ the veil 
Of age, that face—that mien—Morat ! 
MORAT. 
Oh! Zamti ! 
Let me once more embrace thee —— 
ZAMTE 
Good old man! They embraces 
But wherefore art thou here ?—what of my boy ? 
MORAT. 
Ah! what indeed >—Ev’n from the ocean’s margin, 
Parch’d with the fun, or chill’d with midnight damps, 
O’er hills, and rocks, and dreary continents, 
In vain I’ve follow’>d—— 
ZAMTE. 
Why didft let him forth ? 


MORAT. 
Think not thy Morat urg’d him to the deed. 
His valour was the caufe ; and foon as fame 
Proclaim’d the prince alive, the mighty din 
Of preparation thro’ all Corea’s realm 
Alarm’d his breaft—Indignant of controul 
He burft his covert, and now, haplefs youth— 


ZAMTI. 
Ah !—dead ! —in battle fall’n tenon 
4. MORAT., 
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3 MORAT,. 
Alas ! ev’n now 
He drags the conqu’ror’s chain. 


ZAMTI. 
Mandane then . . 
May {till embrace her fon.—My boy may live, 
To know the fweets of freedom, ere he die. 


MORAT. 
Alas! the meafure of your woes is full. 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The prince his pris’ner in your fon. 


1 PUNT S, 


Ah!—Morat ! 
MORAT. 
Wild thro’ the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti, 
Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud ; 
And.on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. 


ZAMTI. 
There was but this—but this, ye cruel pow’rs, 
And this you’ve heap’d upon me.— Was it not 
Enough to tear him from his mother’s arms, 
Doom’d ‘for his. prince.to wander o’er the world ? 
-—Alas! what needed more ?—Fond foolifh eyes 
Stop your unbidden gufh—tear, tear me piecemeal— 
—No, I will not complain—but whence on-him 
Could that fufpicion glance ? 


MORAT. 


This very morn, 

Ere yet the battle join’d, a faithful meflenger, 
Who thro’ the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling,way, and pafs’d the Tartar’s camps 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief,—- 
That foon as Hamet join’d the warlike train, 


His ftory he related.—Straight the gallant leader 
“3 MS c With 
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With open arms receiv’d him — knew him for thy 
fon, 

In fecret knew him, nor reveal’d he aught 

That touch’d his birth.—But ftill the bufy voice 

Of fame, increafing as fhe goes, thro’ all the ranks 

Babbled abroad each circumftance.—By thee 

How he was privately convey’d—fent forth 

A tender infant to be rear’d in folitude, 

A ftranger to himfelf!—The warriors faw 

With what a graceful port he mov’d in arms, 

An early hero! deem’d him far above 

The common lot of life—deem’d him Zaphimri, 

And all with reverential awe beheld him. 

This, this, my Zamti, reach’d the tyrant’s ear, 

And rifes into horrid. proof. 


ZAM TI. 
If fo, 
Oh! what afacrifice muft now be made}  Afide. 
MORAT. 
But when the fecret fhall be known —— 
ZAM TI. 
Oh! Morat! 


Does thy poor bleeding country ftill remain 
Dear to thy heart ? Say, doft thou ftill revere. 
‘That holy pow’r above, Supreme of beings, 
Miftaken by the Bonzée, whom our fathers 
Wortfhip’d in happier days ! —— 


MORAT. 

He,—only he 

For twenty years hath given me ftrength in exile, 
ZAMTI. 


Then bending here, before his awful throne, 
Swear what I now unfold, fhall ever lie 
ln facred filence wrapp’d—em 


PuGR AT 
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et rr MORAT. 

I fwear !—_— 

7 ZAMTL 

Now mark nie —— 

Morat—my fon—(turning afide) Oh! cruel, cruel 
Es tafk, 

To conquer nature while the heart- ftrings Brae — 


MORAT. 
‘Why heave thofe fighs ?— and why that burft of 
erief ? ers 
ZAM TI. 


My fon—his guiltlefs blood—I cannot {peak 
Burfts into tears. 


MORAT. 
Ha !— Wilt thou fhed his blood ?—— 
| ZAMTL 
Thou wretched father ! —— Half afide. 
MORAT. 


Oh! a you known the virtues of the youth ; 
His truth, his courage, his enlighten’d mind —~ 
ZAMTI. 

I prithee urge no more—here nature’s voice 

Speaks in fuch pleadings: —Such reproaches, Morat, 

— Here in my very heart—give woundings here, 

Thou can’f{t not know—and only parents feel— 
MORAT. 

And wilt thou, cruel in thy tears 


ZAMTI. 


Nay ceafe, 
In pity to a father ceafe.—Think, Morat, 
Think of Zaphimri 


MORAT, 
Ah! how fares the prince ? 
* Cra ZAMTL, 
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ZAMTTI. 
He fares, my Morat, like a God on earth, 
Unknowing his celeftial origin : 
Yet quick, intenfe, and burfting into aétion ; 
His great heart lab’ring with he knows not what 
Prodigious deeds !—Deeds, which ere long fh@l 

rouze, : 

Aftonifh, and alarm the world. —— 


MORAT. 
What mean | 
Thofe myftic founds ? 


ZAMTI. 
Revenge, conqueft, and freedom! 


MORAT. 
Conqueft and freedom ! 


ZAM TI. 
Ay !—Conqueft and freedom ! - 
The midnight hour fhall call a chofen band 
Of hidden patriots forth ; who, when the foe 
Sinks down in drunken revelry, fhall pour 
The gather’d rage of twenty years upon him, 
And vindicate the eaftern world. 


NORA T. 
By heav’n ! 
The news revives: my foul. 
ZAMTI. 


And can’ft thou think, 

To fave one vulgar life, that Zamti now 

Will marr the vaft defign ?—No; let him bleed, - 

Let my boy bleed :—in fuch a caufe as this 

I can refign my fon—with tears of joy 

Refign him,—and one complicated pang 

Shall wrench him from my heart. 

The conqu’ror comes ! Warlike mufic within. 
This 


J 
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This is no hour for parlying—Morat, hence, 
And leave me to my fix’d refolve. ——- 


MORAT. 
Yet think, 
Think of fome means to fave your Hamet.—— 
: ZAMTI. 
Oh! 


Tt cannot be—the foul of Timurkan 

Is bold and ftirring—when occafion calls, 

He {prings aloft, like an expanding fire, 

And marks his way with ruin.—Now he knows 
Zaphimri lives, his fear will make him daring 
Beyond his former crimes—for joy and riot 
Which this day’s triumph brings, remorfelefs rage 
And maffacre fucceed—and all our hopes 


Are blafted, for an unimportant boy. 
A fecond Flourifp. 


MORAT. 
That nearer found ‘proclaims his dread approach— 
Yet once more, Zamti, think ——. 


ZAMTI. 

No more—I’ll fend 

Thofe fhall conduct thee where Orafming lives— 

There dwell, unfeen of all.—But, Morat, firft 

Seek my Mandane.—Heav’ns! how fhall I bear 

Her ftrong impetuofity of grief, —, 

When fhe fhall know my fatal purpofe ?—Thou 

Prepare her tender fpirit ; footh her mind, 

And fave, oh! fave me from that dreadful conflict. 
[ Exeunt. 


22 The ORPHAN of CHINA, 


Two large Folding-gates in the Back-{cene are 
burft open by the Tartars, and then enter 
TIMURKAN, with his Train, 


TIMURKAN. 
Hail to this regal dome, this gorgeous palace ! 
Where this inventive race have lavifk’d all 
Their elegance ;—ye gay apartments hail! 
Beneath your ftoried roof, where mimick life 
Glows to the eye, and at the painter’s touch 
A néw creation lives along the walls ; 
Once more receive a conqueror, arriv’d 
From rougher fcenes, where {tern rebellion dar’d 
Draw forth his phalanx ; till this warlike arm 
Hurl’d defolation on his falling ranks, - 
And now the moniter, in yon field of death, 
~ Lies overwhelm’d in ruin.— : 
: OCTAR, 
There he fell, 
No more to ftalk thy realm ; the eaftern world 
From this aufpicious day, beneath your feet 
Lies bound in adamantine chains. 


TIMURKAN, 


Thus, Oétar, 

Shall Timurkan difplay his conqu’ring banners, 

From high Samarcand’s walls, to where the Tanais 

Devolves his icy tribute to the fea. 
OCTAR, 

But firft this captive prince. . 

TIMURKAN. 

Yes, Oar, firft . 

Zaphimri gluts my rage—bring him before us—firft 

We'll crufh the feeds of dark confpiracy— | 

For Zamti—he, that falfe infidious flave, 

Shall dearly pay his treafons, —-—— 


OCTAR, 
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O.C TAR. 

Zamti’s crimes : 
*T were beft to leave unpunifhed :—vers’d in wiles 
Of fly hypocrify, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude.x—’Fwould feem, 
Should we inflict that death his frauds deferve, 
As if we meant deftruction to their faith : 
When a whole people’s minds are once inflam’d 
For their religious rights, their fury burns 
With rage more dreadful, as ghe fource is holy.— 

TIMURKAN. 
Oétar, thou reafon’ft right :—henceforth my art 
‘To make this ftubborn race receive the yoke, 
Shall be by yielding to their fofter manners, 
Their vefture, laws, and cuftoms: thus to blend 
And make the whole one undiftinguifh’d people. 
The boy comes forth in fullen mood—what paffions 
Swell in his breaft in vain ! —~ 


Enter HAMET, mm Chains. 
TIMURKAN. 
Thou art the youth, : 
_ Who mow’d our battle down, and flefh’d your {word 
In many a flaughter’d Tartar. —— 
HAMET, 


True ;—I am. —— 
TIMURKAN, 
Too well I mark’d thy rage, and faw thee hew 
A wafteful paffage thro’ th’ embattled plain. 
HAMET. 

Then be thou witnefs for me, in that hour 

I never fhunn’d your thickeft war ;—and if 

In yonder field, where my poor countrymen 

In mangled heaps lie many a rood extended, 

Kind fate had doom’d me to a noble fall, 

With this right arm I earn’d it. —— ) 
C4 TIMURKAN, 
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TIMURKAN. 
Say, what motive 
Unfheath’d thy rebel blade, and bad thee feck 
Thefe wars ?— EES ¢ 
HAMET. 
The love of honourable deeds ; 
The groans of bleeding China, and the hate 
Of tyrants. 
TIMURKAN. 
Ha!—take heed, rafh youth—I fee 
This leffon has been taught thee.—Odétar, hatte, 
Seek me the Mandarine—let him forthwith 
Attend me here. (Exit Oétar.)—Now tremble at 
my words ! 
‘Thy motive to thefe wars is known—thou art 
Zaphimri. 


1 Zaphimri ! 


HAMET. 


TIMURKAN. 
Falfe one, yes; 
Thou art Zaphimri — thou! — whom treach’rous 
cuile 
Stole from my rage, and fent to diftant wilds, 
Till years and horrid counfel fhould mature thee 
For war and wild commotion.— 
HAMET. 

I the prince ! 
The laft of China’s race! nay mock not majefty, 
Nor with the borrow’d robes of facred kings 
Drefs up a wretch like me—were I Zaphimri, 
Think’{t thou thy trembling eye could bear the fhock 
Of a much-injur’d king ?—could’ft thou fuftain it ? 
Say, could’f{t thou bear to view a royal Orphan, 
‘Whofe father, mother, brother, fitters, all 
‘Thy murd’rous arm hath long fince laid in duft ? 
Whofe native crown on thy ignoble brow 
‘Thou dar’ft difhonour ?—whofe wide-wafted country 
Thy arms have made a wildernefs ?— 

TIMURKAN. 
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TIMURKAN. 
I fee 
Thou haft been tutor’d in thy lone retreat 
Ht fome fententious pedant.—Soon thefe vain, 
hefe turgid maxims fhall be all fubdued 
By thy approaching death._—~ 
HAMET. 
Let death come on; 
Guilt, guilt alone fhrinks back appall’d—the brave 
And honett ftill defy his dart ; the wife 
Calmly can eye his frown ;—and mifery 
Invokes his friendly aid to end her woes,— 
‘TIMURKAN. 
Thy woes, prefumptuous youth, with all my fears, 
Shall foon lie buried. 


Enter ZAMTI. 


TIMURKAN. 
Now, pious falfe one, fay, who is that youth ? 
ZAM TI. 
His air, his features, and his honeft mien 
Proclaim all fair within.—But, mighty fir, 
I know him not.— 
TIMURKAN. 
Take heed, old man, nor dare, ; 
As thou do’ft dread my pow’r, to practife guile 
Beneath a mafk of facerdotal perfidy : 
Prieftcraft, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 
ZAMTI. 
Prieftcraft and facerdotal perfidy 
To me are yet unknown.—Religion’s garb 
Here never ferves to confecrate acrime; 
We have not yet, thank heav’n, fo far imbib’d 


Thevices of the north. 
TIMURKAN. 
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TIMURKAN. 
Thou vile impoftor ! 
Avow Zaphimri, whom thy treach’rous arts 
Conceal’d from juftice; or elfe defolation — 
Again fhall ravage this devoted land. 


ZAMTI. 
‘Alas! full well thou know’ft, that arm already 
Hath fhed all royal blood. —— . 

TIMURKAN. 
Traitor, *tis falfe; —— 
By thee, vile flave, I have been wrought to think 
The hated race deftroy’d—thy artful tale 
Abus’d my cred’lous ear.—But know, at length 
Some captive flaves, by my command impal’d, 
Have own’d the horrid truth;—have own’d they 
fought 

To feat Zaphimri on the throne of China. 
Hear me, thou froward boy ;—dar’f{t thou be honeft, 
And aniwer who thou art ? —— 


HAMET. 


Dare I be honeft? 

T dare ;—a mind grown up in native honour 

Dares not be otherwife—then if thy troops 

Afk from the lightning of whofe blade they fled, 

Tell ’em ’twas Hamet’s. —— 

’ ZAMTE. 

*Tis—it is my fon——~ 

My boy,—-my Hamet 
TIMURKAN. 

Where was your abode ? 

HAMET. 

Far hence remote, in Corea’s happy realm —— 

‘Where the firft beams of day with orient blufhes _ 

ab inge the falt wave—there on the fea-beat fhore 

7 2 _ A Ga 


Afide, 
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A cavern’d rock yielded a lone retreat 
‘To virtuous Morat, -—~ 
MZAM T I 
Oh! ill-fated youth ! ~ Mfide; 
HAMET. 
The pious hermit in that mofs-grown dwelling 
Found an afylum from heart- piercing woes, 
From flay’ry, and that reftlefs din of arms 
With which thy fell ambition fhook the world. 
There too the fage nurtur’d my greener years ; 
With him and contemplation have I walk’d 
The paths of wifdom; what the great Confucius 
Of moral beauty taught,—whate’er the wife, 
Stull wooing knowledge in her fecret haunts, 
Ditclos’d of nature to the fons of men, 
My wond’ring mind has heard—but above all 
The hermit taught me the moft ufeful {cience, 
‘That noble fcience, to be Brave and Good. ——— 
MGIAM TI, 
Oh! lovely youth—at ev’ry word he utters, 
A foft effufion mix’d of grief and joy 
Flows o’er my heart. Ajide. 
TIMURKAN, 
Who, faid he, was your father ? 
HAMET. 
My birth, the pious fage,—I know not why-——— 
Still wrapp’d in filence; and when urg’d to tell, 
He only anfwer’d that a time might come, 
I fhould not blufh to know my father, 
TIMURKAN, 


Now 

With truth declare, haft thou ne’er heard of Zamti? 
| /  HAMET. 

Of Zamti?—oft enraptur’d with his name 


My 
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My heart has glow’d within me, as I heard 
The praifes of the godlike man,—— 


TIMURKAN. 
‘Thou flave, To Zamti. 
Each circumftance arraigns thy guilt. —— 
HAMET. 
Oh! heav’ns ! 
Can that be Zamti! 
TIMURKAN. 
Yes, that is the traitor —— 

) HAMET. 
Let me adore his venerable form, 
Thus on my knees adore —— 

ZAMTI. 
I cannot look upon him, 

Left tendernefs diffolve my feeble pow’rs, 
And wreft my purpofe from me 
TIMURKAN, 

Hence, vain boy! 
Thou fpecious traitor, thou falfe hoary moralift ! 
To Zamti. 


Afide. 


Confufion has o’erta’en thy fubtle frauds. 
To make my crown’s affurance firm, that none 
Hereafter fhall afpire to wrench it from me, 

Now own your fancied king; or, by yon heay’n, 
To make our vengeance fure, thro’ all the eaft 
Each youth fhall die, and carnage thin mankind, 
Till in the gen’ral wreck your boafted Orphan — 
Shall undiftinguifh’d fall.— Thou know’ft my word 
Is fate.—Odtar, draw near—when treafon lurks, 
Each moment’s big with danger—thou obferve 
Thefe my commands ——~ 


Talks apart to O&ar. 


ZAMTI. 
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ZAMTI. 
Now virtuous cruelty reprefs my tears. 
—Ceafe your foft conflict, nature. — Hear me, 


Tartar. —— 
That youth—his air—his ev’ry look, unmans me 
quite. 


TIMURKAN, 
Wilt thou begin, diffembler ? 
ZAMTI. 
Down, down, down—— 
It muft‘be fo, or all is loft—That youth,— 
I’ve dealt by him—as ev’ry king could with 
In a like cafe his faithful fubjects would. 
TIMURKAN, 
Do’ft thou then own it ?——-Triumph, Timurkan, 
And in Zaphimri’s grave lie hufh’d my fears. 
Brave Oétar, let the victim ftraight be led 
To yonder facred fane; there, in the view 
Of my rejoicing Tartars, the declining fun 
Shall fee him offered to our living Lama, 
For this day’s conqueft :—thence a,golden train - 
Of radiant years, {hall mark my future fway. [ Exit. 
ZAMTI. ; 
Flow, flow my tears, and'eafe'this aching breaft. — 
HAMET. 
Nay, do not weep for me, thou 'good:ald ‘nan. 
If it will clofe the wounds of ‘bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me mutt yield his life, 
I give it freely.—If I am a king, 
Tho’ fure it cannot be, what-greater bleffing 
Can a young prince enjoy, than to diffufe, 
By one great act, that happinefs on-millions, 
‘For which his life‘fhould be a round of care ? 
Come, lead me to my fate Exit with OAar, Ge, 


5 ZAMTRL 
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ZAMTI. 
Hold, hold my heart ! : 
—My gallant, gen’rous youth !~Mandane’s air, 
Flis mother’s dear refemblance rives my foul. 
; MANDANE within. : 
Oh! let me fly, and find the barb’rous man— 
Where—where is Zamti ?>—— 

ZAMTI, 
Ha!—’tis Mandane- 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alive 
In ev’ry heartftring, the forlorn one comes 
To claim her boy —— 


3 Enter MANDANE. 


MANDANE. 

And cariitthenbetrue? 

Ts human nature exil’d from thy breaft ? 

Art thou indeed fo barb’rous ? 

ZAM TI. 
Lov’d Mandane, 
- Fix not your fcorpions here—a bearded fhaft 
prey drinks my {pirits up.—— 
> MANDANE. a 

ve feen ve 
The trufty Morat—Oh ! I’ve heard it all.— 

He would have fhunn’d my fteps; but what cam 

*{cape 
The ae of tendernefs like mine ?— 
ZAMTI. 
By heav’n 
I cannot fpeak to thee. —~ 
MANDANE. 
Think’ft thou thofe tears, .- 
Thofe falfe, thofe cruel tears, will choak ihe voice 


ae Of. 
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OF a fond mother’s love, now {tung to madnefs ?. 
Oh! I will rend the air with lamentations, 

Root up this hair, and beat this throbbing breatt, 
Turn all connubial joys to bitternefs, 

To fell defpair, to anguifh and remorfe, 

Unlefs my fon— 

ZAMTI. 

Thou ever faithful woman, 

Oh! leave me to my woes,— 

- MANDANE. 

Give me my child, 

Thou.worfe than Tartar, give me back my fon; 
Oh! give him to a mother’s eager arms, 

And let me {train hm to my heart. —~ 

ZA MT T. 

Heav’n knows cnt 
How dear my boy is here.—But our firft duty 
Now claims attention—to our country’s love, 

All other tender fondneffes muft yield ; 

—I was a fubject ere I was a father. 

MANDANE. 

You were a favage bred in Scythian wilds, 

And humanizing pity never reach’d 

Your heart. Wasi it for this—oh! thou unkind one, 

Was it for this—oh ! thou inhuman father,. 

You woo’d me to your nuptial bed?—So long | _ 

Have I then clafp’d thee in thefe circling arms, 

And made this breaft your pillow ?—Cruel, fay, 

“Are thefe your vows ?—are thefe your fond endear- 

_ ments? 

Nay, look upon me—if this. wafted form, 

Thefe faded eyes have turned your heart again{t me, 

With grief for you I wither’d in my bloom. 
ZAMTI. 

Why wilt thou pigge my heart ? 


MANDAN E, 
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MANDANE. 
Alas! my fon, 
Have I then bore thee in thefe matron arms, 
To fee thee bleed >—Thus do’ft thou then return ? 
This could your mother hope, when firft fhe fent 
Her infant exile to a diftant clime ? 
Ah! could I think thy early love of fame, 
Would urge thee to this peril ?>—thus to fall, 
By a ftern father’s will—by thee to die !— 
From thee, inhuman, to receive his doom !— 
—Murder’d by thee!—Yet hear me, Zamti, hear 
me— | 
Thus on my knees—I threaten now no more— 
Tis nature’s voice that pleads ; nature alarm’d, 
Quick, trembling, wild, touch'd to her inmoft feel- 
ing, 


‘When force would tear her tender young ones from: 


her. 


: . ZAMT IL 
Nay, feek not with enfeebling fond ideas 
To fwell the flood of grief—it is in vain— 
He mutt fubmit to fate.— 
MANDANE, 
Barbarian! no— She rifes baftily. 
‘He fhall not die—rather—I prithee, Zamti, 
Urge not a grief-diftraéted woman :—Tremble . 
At the wild fury of a mother’s love. 
ZAM TI, 
I tremble rather at a breach of oaths. 
‘But thou break thine.——Bathe your perfidious hands 
In this life-blood, betray the righteous caufe 
Of all our facred kings. - 
MANDANE. 
Our kings !—our kings! 
What are the fcepter’d tulers.of the world ?— 
Form’d of one common clay, are they notall 
Doonrdiwith each fubject, with the meaneft flave, 
To 
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To drink the cup-of human woe ?—alike 

All levell’d by affliction ?—Sacred kings ! 

*Tis human policy fets up their clatm.——— 

Mine is a mother’s caufe —~ mine is the caufe 

Of hufband, wife, and child ;—thofe tend’reft ties ! 

Superior to your right divine of kings ! 

fe ZAMT I. 
Then go, Mandane—thou once faithful woman, 

Dear to this heart in vain;—go, and forget 

Thofe virtuous leffons, which Toft have taught thes, 

In fond credulity, while on each word 

You hung enamour’d.—Go, to Timurkan 

Reveal the awful truth.—Be thou ipectatrefs 

Of murder’d majefty.x—Embrace your fon, 

And let him lead in fhame and fervitude 

A life ignobly bought.—Then let thofe eyes, 

Thofe faded eyes, which grief for me hath dimm/’d, 

With guilty joy reanimate their luftre, 

To brighten flavery, and beam their fires 

On the fell Scythian murderer. 


MANDANE. 


And is it thus, 

Thus is Mandane known ?—My foul difdains 

The vile imputed guilt.—No—never—never— 

Still am I true to fame. Come lead me hence, 

Where I may lay down life to fave Zaphimri, 

—But fave my Hamet too.—Then, then you'll find 

A heart beats here, as warm and great as thine. 
ZAMTTI. ) 

Then make with me one ftrong, one glorious effort ; 

And rank with thofe, who, from the firft of time, 

In fame’s eternal archives ftand rever’d, 

For conqu’ring all the deareit ties of nature, © 

To ferve the gen’ral weal. —~ 
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“MANDANE. 
That favage virtue 
Lofes with me its horrid charms.—I’ve fworn 
To fave my king.—But fhould a mother turn 
A dire affafin—oh! I cannot bear 
The piercing thought. —— Diftraction, quick di- 
ftraction 
Will feize my brain. ——Think thou behold’tt my 
Hamet, 
The dear, the ‘lovely youth, my blooming hero,— 
(Fhink thou behold’{t him—See!—My child !— 
My child ! 
By guards furrounded, a devoted victim.— 
Barbarian hold!—Ah! fee, he dies! he dies !— 
She faints into Zamti’s arms. 
ZAMT I. 
Where is Arface?—Fond maternal love 
Shakes her weak frame—( Enter Arface.) Quickly, 
Arface, help 
This ever-tender creature.—Wand’ring life 
Rekindles in her cheek.—Soft, lead her off 
To where the fanning breeze in yonder bow’r, 
May woo her {pirits back.—— Propitious heav'n f 
Pity the woundings of a father’s heart ; 
Pity my ftrugglings with this beft of women ; 
Support our virtue :—kindle in our fouls 
A ray of your divine enthufiafm ; 
Such as inflames the patriot’s breaft, and lifts 
Th’ impaffion’d mind to that fublime of virtue, 
That even on the rack it feels the «good, 
Which in a fingle hour it works for millions, 
And leaves the legacy to after times, 


[ Exit, leading off Mandane. 


End of the Second Act. 
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SCENE a Temple. Several tombs up and 
down the flage. 


Enter Monat. 

*32sf% HIS is the place — 
T winding ifles, 
BX ____¥8 The folemn arches, whofe religious awe 
*ase*® Attunes the mind to melancholy mufing, 
Such as befits free men reduc’d to flaves—— 
Here Zamti meets his friends —— amid thefe tombs, 
Where lie the facred manes of our kings, 
They pour their orifons hold converfe here 
With the illuftrious fhades of murder’d heroes, 
And meditate a great revenge-—~ (a groan is beard) 
a eroan |! 

The burft of anguith from fome care-worn wretch 
That forrows o’er his country-——ha! ’tis Zamti! 


thefe the long 


3 ZAM DY tomes out of a tomb. 


on , ee, ZAMTL 
Who’s he. that feeks thefe manfions of the dead ? 
i 2 MORAT. 
The friend baat and of China.——- 
} ZAMTI. 


Morat ! 
Come to my arms, thou good, thou beft of men-— 


I have been weeping o’er the facred reliques 
D2 Of 
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Of a dear murder’d king —— Where are our friends? 
Haft feen Orafming ? 
MORAT. 
Thro’ thefe vaults of death 
Lonely he wanders, plune’d in deep defpair.— 
ZAMF4. 
Haft thou not told him ?—haft thou nought teveal’d 
Touching Zaphimri? 
MORAT. 
There I wait thy will. 
ZAMTT. 
Oh! thou art ever faithful——-on thy lips: 
Sits penfive filence, with her hallow’d finger 
Guarding the pure receffes of thy mind. 
But, lo! they come. 


Einter ORASMING, ZIMVENTI, and others. 


~ZAMTL 
Droop ye, my gallant friends ? 
ORASMING. , 
Oh! Zamti, all is loft Our dreams of liberty 
Are vanifh’d into air.——Nought now avails 
Integrity of life. ——Ev’n heav’n, combin’d 
With lawlefs might, abandons us and virtue—— 
Ze Nerd te 
Can your great fouls thus fhrink within ye? thus 
From heroes will ye dwindle into flaves ? 
ORASMING. , 
Oh! could you give us back Zaphimri !——then 
Danger would fmile, and lofe its face of horror. 
TNT TS 
What,——--would his prefence fire ye ! 
ORASMING. 


he ews 
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ORASMING. 
*T would by heav’n ! 
ZIMVENTTI. 
This night fhould free us from the Tartar’s yoke. 
ZAMTL . 
Then mark the care of the all-gracious Gods ! 
This youthful captive, whom in chains they hold. 
{s not Zaphimr.—— 
ORASMING, ZIMVENTI. 
Not Zaphimri !: | 
ZAMTI. 
No! 
Unconfcious of himfelf, and to the world unknown, 
He walks at large among us——— - 
ORASMING. 
Heav’nly pow’rs ! 
ZA I" 1. 
This night, my friends, this very night to rife 
Refulgent from a blow, that frees us all, —— 
From the ufurper’s fate !——the firft of men, 
Deliv’rer of his country ! 
ORASMING. 
Mighty Gods ! 
Can this be poffible P—— 
ZAM.T-I. 
It is moft true—— é‘ 
I'll bring him to ye ftraight—(calling to Etan within 
the tomb) what ho!—-—come forth—— 
"You feem transfix’d with wonder—oh ! my friends, 
Watch all the motions of your rifing fpirit, 
Direct your ardor, when anon ye hear 
What fate, long pregnant with the vaft event, 
Is Jab’ring into birth,—— 


Diag: Eran 
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ETAN comes out of the tomb, 


ETAN. 
Fach ftep I move 
A deeper horror fits on all the tombs ; 
Each fhrine,-—éach altar feems to "thake’: 5 as if 
Confcious of fome important crifis. —~— 
ZAMTI. 
ees : 
A crifis great indeed, is now at hand !—— 
Heav’n holds its golden balance forth, and weighs 
Zaphimri’s and the Tartar’s deftiny, 
While hov’ring angels tremble round the beam, 
Haft thou beheld that picture ? 
ETAN, 
Fix’d attention 
Hath paus’d on ew’ry part; yet ftill to me 
It fhadows forth the forms of things unknown ;—=: 
All imag’ry obfcure, and wrapp’d in darknefs. 
ZAMTI. 
That darknefs my informing breath fhall clear, 
As morn eee the night. “Lo! ! here difplay’d 
This mighty kingdom’s fall.—_— 
ETAN. 
_ Alas! my father, 
At fight of thefe fad colourings of woe, 
Our tears will mix with honeft indignation, 
Z AMT. 
° Nay, but furvey it clofer—-—-fee that child, 
That royal infant, the laft facred relict 
Of China’s ancient line——fee where a mandarine 
Conveys the babe to his wife’s fofVring breaft, 
There to be nourifh’d in an humble ftate ; 
While their own fon is fent to climes remote ; 
That, fhould the dire ufurper e’er fufpect — 
gin The 
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The prince alive, he in his ftead might bleed, 
And mock the murd’rer’s rage. —— 
ETAN. 
Amazement thrills 
Thro’ all my frame, and my mind, big with wonder, 
Feels ev’ry pow’r fufpended.—_—- 
ZAMTI. 
Rather fay 
That ftrong imagination burns within. thee. —— 
Do’ft thou not feel a more than common ardor ?— 
ETAN. 
By heav’n my foul dilates with fome new impulfe ; 
Some ftrange infpir’d emotion——would the hour 
Of fate were come-———this night my dagger’s hilt 
Pll bury in the tyrant’s heart.——- | 
ZAMTL 
Wilt thou? 
ETAN, 
By all the mighty dead, that round us lie, 
By all who this day groan in chains, I will. 
ZAMTL. 
And when thou doft—then tell him ’tis the prince 
That ftrikes.—— , 
ETAN. 
The prince’s wrongs fhall nerve my arm 
With tenfold rage. 
| ZAMTI. 
Nay, but the prince himfelf! 
ETAN. 
What fays my father -—— 
ZAMTI. 
Thou art China’s Orphan, 
The laft of all our kings——no longer Etan, 


But now Zaphimri ! : 
D-4 ZAPHIMRKI: 
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ZAPHIMRI. 

Ha! ; 
ORASMING. 

O wond’rous hand 

Of heav’n! 

ZAPHIMRI. 


‘A crowd of circumftances nfe-——-— 


Thy frequent hints obfcure——thy pious care 
To train-‘my youth to greatnefs.—Lend your aid 
To my aftonith’d pow’rs, that feebly bear 
This unexpected fhock of royalty. 

ZAM TI. 

Thou noble youth, now put forth all your ftrength, 
And let heav’n’s vengeance brace each finew.—— 
ZAPHIMRI. 

Vengeance!———-__ . 
That word has fhot its light’ning thro” my foul 
But tell me, Zamti—ftill’tis wonder all—— 
Am I indeed the Royal Orphan? —— 

: ZAMT I. 
Thous——= 
Thou art the king, whom as my humble fon, 
I’ve nurtur’d in humanity and virtue. .> 
Thy foes could never think to find thee here, 
Ev’n in the:lion’s den; and therefore here 
I’ve fix’d thy fafe afylum, while my fon 
Hath drage’d his life in exile-—Oh ! my friends, 
Morat will tell ye all,—each eircumftance—— 
Mean time——there is your king !|—-— 

All kneel to him. 

ORASMING, ZIMVENTI. 

Long live the Father of the eaftern world ! 


ZAM TI. 


Sole governor of earth !|-———- 
, ZAPHIMRE, 
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ZAPHIMRIL 
All-ruling pow’rs ! —— 
Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 
Of bleeding China; are the fame and fate 
Of all pofterity included here 
Within my bofom ?—— They all rife. 
ZAMTI. 
Yes; they are; the fhades 
Of your great anceftors now rife before thee, 
Heroes and demi-gods !|—— Aloud they call 
For the fell Tartar’s blood —— 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Oh! Zamti; all 
That can alarm the pow’rs of man, now ftiss 
In this expanding breaft. —~ 
Pa ! ZAMTI. 
Anon to burft 
With hideous ruin on the foe.—My gallant heroes; 
Are our men ftation’d at their pofts ? 


ORASMING. 


They are. 
4 ZAMTI. 
Is ev’ry gate fecur’d ? 
ORASMING. 
All fafe. —— 
ZAMTI. 


The fignal fix’d > —~ 
 ORASMING. 
It is:—Will Mirvan join us? 
ZAM TI. 
Doubt him not, 
In bitternefs of foul he counts his wrongs, _ 
And pants for vengeance——=would have join’d ye 


here, 
But, 
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But, favour’d as he is, his poft requires him 
About the Tartar’s perfon.—The affault begun, 
He'll turn his arms upon th’ aftonifh’d foe, 

And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 


ZAPHIMRIL, : 
Now, bloody fpoiler, now thy hour draws nigh, 
And ere the dawn thy guilty reign fhall end, 


ZAM TI. 
How my heart burns within me !—-Oh! my friends, 
Call now to mind the fcene of defolation, 
Which Timurkan, in one accurfed hour, 
Heap’d on this groaning land.—Ev’n now I fee 
The fevage bands, o’er reeking hills of dead, 
Forcing their rapid way.—I fee them urge 
With rage unhallow’d to this facred temple, 
Where good Ofmingti, with his queen and children, 
Fatigu’d the Gods averfe.—See where Arphifa, 
Rending the air with agonizing fhrieks, 
Tears her difhevell’d hair: Then, with a look 
Fix’d on her babes, grief choaks its paflage up, 
And all the feelings of a mother’s breaft 
Throbbing in one mix’d pang, breathlefs the faints 
Within her hufband’s arms.—Adown his cheek, 
In copious ftreams faft flow’d the manly forrow ; 
While cluft’ring round his knees his little offspring, 
In tears all-eloquent, with arms outftretch’d, ¥ 
Sue for parental aid. —- 


ZAPHIMBI. 
Go on—the tale 
Will fit me for a fcene of horror,——a« 


ZAMTI. 
Oh! my prince, 
The charge, which your great father gave me, full 
Sounds in my ear.—Ere yet the foe burft in, 
« Zamti,” {aid he—Ah! that imploring eye !— 
That 


The OrpHAN of CHINA, 43 


That agonizing look !—— 
*¢ Preferve my little boy, my cradled infant —— 
* Shield him from ruffans——Train his youth to 
“¢ virtue :—— 
*¢ Virtue will rouze him to a great revenge ; 
*¢ Or failing—Virtue fhall ftill make him happy.” 
He could no more—the cruel fpoiler feiz’d him, 
And drage’d my king—my ever honour’d king, 
The father of his people,—bafely drage’d him 
By his white rev’rend locks, from yonder altar, 
Here,—on the blood-{tain’d payement ; while the 
queen, 
And her dear fondlings, in one mangled heap, 
Died in each other’s arms.—— 
/. ZAPHIMRIL 
Revenge! Revenge! 
With more than lion’s nerve I’ll {pring upon him, 
And at one blow relieve the groaning world. 
Let us this moment carry fword and fire 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down 
In ruin and difmay.—— 
ZAM TI. 


Zaphimri no. 

By rafhnefs you may marr a noble caufe.—~ 

To you, my friends, I render up my charge——— 

Toyoul give your king.—Farewell, my fov’reign.— 
ZAPHIMRI. 

Thou good, thou godlike man—a thoufand feelings 

Of warmett friendfhip—all the tendencies 

Of heart-felt gratitude are ftruggling here, 

And fain would fpeak to thee, my more than father, 

—Farewell ;—{fure we fhall meet again. —— 


ZAMTI. 
We fhall—— 
ZAPHIMRI. ; 
Farewell—Zamti, farewell. (Embraces him) Oraf- 
ming, now 
The 
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The nobleft duty calls us.—-Now remember 
We are the men, whom from all human kind. 
Our fate hath now feleéted, to come forth 
Afferters of the public weal ;—to drench our fwords 
In the oppreffor’s heart ;—to do a deed 
Which heav’n, intent on its own ‘holy work, 
Shall paufe with pleafure to behold.—— 
[Exit, with confpirators. 
ZAM TI. 
May the Moft High ° 
Pour down his bleffings on him; and anon, 
In the dead wafte of night, when awful juftice 
Walks: with her crimfon fteel o’er flaughter’d heaps 
Of groaning ‘Tartars, may he then direet 
His youthful footfteps thro” the paths of peril ; 
Oh may he ‘guide the horrors of ‘the ftorm, 
Aa Angel of your wrath, to point your vengeance 
On ev'ry guilty head.——Then,— then *twill be 
enough, 
When you have broken the oppreffor’s rod, 
Your reign will then be manifeft—-Mankind will fee 
That truth and goodnefs ftill obtain your care—— __ 
A dead marck. 
What mean thofe deathful founds ?>—Again ! —— 
They lead 
My boy to flaughter2Oh! ! look down, ye heavens! 
Look down propitious !—Teach me to fubdue 


That nature which ye gave.—-— PENT. 
AA dead march. Enter Hamet, OcTAr, 
guards, Se. 
OCTAR.: 


Here let the victim fall, and with his blood 

Wath his forefathers’ comb: — Here ends the hated 
rice tae 

The eaftern world thro’ all Ee wide domain, 


Shall 
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Shall then fubmiffive feel the Scythian yoke, 
And yield to Timurkan. —-—— 


HAMET.. Standing by the tomb. 


Where's is the tyrant ?—I would have him fee, 
With envy fee, th’ unconquer’d pow’r of virtue ; 
| How it can calmly bleed, {mile on his racks, 
And with ftrong pinion foar above his pow’r, 
To regions of perennial day.——- 


OCTAR. 
The father 
Of the whole eaftern world fhall mark thee well, 
When at to-morrow’s dawn thy breathlefs corfe 
Is born thro’ all our ftreets for public view. 
It now befits thee to prepare for death. 


HAMET. 
T am prepar’d.—I have no luft or rapine, 
No murders to repent of. ——Undifmay’d 


I can behold all-judging heav’n, whofe hand 
Still compaffing its wond’rous ends, by means 
“Tnextricable to all mortal clue, 

Hath now inclos’d me in its awful maze. 
Since ’tis by your decree that thus befet 

Th’ inexorable angel hovers o’er me, 

Be your ereat bidding done. 


CGT AR. 


The fabre’s edge 
Thirfts for his blood—then let its light’ning fall 
On his afpiring head. Guards Seize Hamet. 


MANDANE, within. 
Off, —fet me free. —Inhuman, barb’rous ruffians.—« 
oO A Re 
What means that woman with difhevell’d hair, 


And wild extravagance of woe ?-——— 
4 MANDANE, 
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MANDANE. 
My eriefs 
Scorn all reftraint—I muft—I will have way, —-~ 
She enters, and throws herfelf on ber knees. 
Me,—me, on me convert your rage—plunge deep, 
Deep in this bofom your abhorred fteel, 
But fpare his precious life. —— 
OCTAR. 
Hence, quickly bear 
This wild, this frantic woman.—— 
MANDANE, 


Never, never 
You fhall not force me hence. Here will I cling 


Faft to the earth, and rivet here my hands, 

In all the fury of the laft defpair. 

He is my child,———my dear, dear fon. — 

OCTAR. 
How, woman ! 
Saidft thou your fon ?————». 
MANDANE. 

Yes, Octar, mine ;—-my fon, 

My boy,—my Hamet (/he rifes, and embraces him.)}, 
Let my eager love 

Fly all unbounded to him — oh ! my child !—my 
child !-_— 


| Pera. | 
Sufpend the ftroke, ye minifters of death, 
Till Timurkan hear of this new event. 

Mean time, thou Mirvan, fpeed in queft of Zamti, 
And let him anfwer here this wond’rous tale. [ Exit. 
MIRVAN. 

The time demands his prefence; or defpair 
May wririg each fecret from her tender breaft. 4fde. 
And then our glorious, fancied pile of freedom, 
At one dire ftroke, fhall tumble into nought. | 

[ Exit. 


MANDANE. 
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MANDANE., 
Why did’ft thou dare return?—ah ! rather why 
Did’ft thou fo long defer with ev’ry grace, 
And ev’ty growing virtue, thus to raife 
Your mother’s dear delight to rapture? 
HAMET. 
Loft , 
In the deep mifts of darkling ignorance, 
To me my birth’s unknown—but fure that look, 
Thofe tears, thofe fhrieks, that animated grief - 
Defying danger, all declare th’ effect 
Of nature’s {trugelings in a parent’s heart. 
Then let me pay my filial duty here, 
Kneel to her native dignity, and pour 
In tears of joy the tranfport of a fon. ——~ 
MANDANE. 
Thou art, thou art my fon—thy father’s face, 
His ev’ry feature, blooming in his boy. 
Oh! tell me, tell me all; how haft thou liv’d 
With faithful Morat ?——how did he fupport 
In dreary folitude thy tender years ?—— 
How train thy growing mind ? — oh! quickly tell 
Tiksa os 
Oh! tell me all, and charm me with thy tongue. 
HAMET. 
Myfterious pow’rs ! have I then liv’d to this, 
In th’ hour of peril thus to find a parent, 
In virtue firm, majeftic in diftrefs, 
At length to feel unutterable blifs 
In her dear circling arms 


They embrace. 
Enter TimuRKAN, Ocrar, &e. 


_ -'TIMURKAN. 

Where is this wild 

Outrageoys woman, who with headlong grief 
Sufpends 
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Sufpends my dread command—tear ’em afunder,— 

Send her to fome dark cell to rave and fhriek 

And dwell with madnefs—and let inftant death 

Leave that rafh youth a headlefs trunk before me. 
MANDANE. 

Now by the ever-burning lamps that light 

Our holy fhrines, by great Confucius’ altar, 

By the prime fource of life, and light, and being, | 

That is my child, the blofiom of my joys-—— 

Send for his cruel father,—he—’tis he 

Intends a fraud—he, for a ftranger’s life, 

Would yield his offspring to the cruel ax, 

And rend a wretched mother’s brain with madnefs. 


Enter ZAMTI. 


Sure the fad accents of Mandane’s voice 
Struck on my frighted fenfe, —— 


‘PPh ORI AN: 


Once more, thou flave | —— 
Who 1s that ftubborn youth? 


ZAMTI. 
Alas ! what needs 
This iteration of my griefs ? 
MANDANE. 
Oh! horror !—horror ! 
Thou marble-hearted father !—’tis your child, 
And would’ft thou fee him bleed ?—— 
ZAMTI. 
On him! ——on him 
Let fall your rage, and eafe my foul at once 
Of vallits) tears! Teas 
MANDANE, 
Oh! my devoted child! She faints. 


HAMET. 
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HAMET. 


Support her, heav’n! fupport her tender frame— 

Now, tyrant, now I beg to live—(kneels) lo! here 
I plead for life ;—-not for the wretched boon 

To breathe the air, which thy ambition taints ;— 

But oh! to eafe a mother’s pains;—for her, 

For that dear objet,—oh ! let me live for her. 


TIMURKAN. 
Now by the conquefts this pood fword has won, 
In her wild vehemence of grief 1 hear 
The genuine voice of nature. 


MANDANE, recovering. 
Ah !—— where is he? 
He is my fon—my child—and not Zaphimri— 
Oh! let me clafp thee to my heart——thy hard, 
Thy cruel father fhall not tear thee from me.—-—~ 


TIMURKAN. 
Hear me, thou frantic mourner, dry thofe tears— 
Perhaps you ftill may fave this darling fon.— 


MANDAWNE. 
Ah! quickly name the means.—— 
TIMURK AN, 
Give up your king, : 
Your phantom of a king, to fate my vengeance. 


HAMET. 


Oh! my much honour’d mother, never hear 
The bate, the dire propofal—let me rather 
Exhauft my life-blood at each gufhing vein. 
Mandare then,—then you may well rejoice 

To find your child,—then you may truly know 
The beft delight a ‘mother’s heart can prove, 
When her fon dies with glory. — 


E TIMURKAN, 


i a genres ie ee i — 
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TIMURKAN. , 


Curfes blatt 
The ftripling’s pride—— Talks apart with Odctar. 


ZAMTI.. 
Ye venerable hoft, 
Ye mighty fhades ‘of China’s royal line, 
Forgive the joy that mingles with my tears,. 
When I behold him till alive. —Propitious pow’rs Ge 


“You never meant entirely to deftroy 


This bleeding country, when your kind indulgence 
Lends us a youth like him.—-— 
Oh! I can hold no more—let me infold 
‘That lovely ardor in his father’s arms —— 
My brave,—my gen’rous boy !—— Embraces him. 
TIMUR KAN. 
Doft thou at length 
Confefs it, traitor? —— 
ZAMTIL 
Yes, I boaft it, tyrant ; 
Boatt it to thee, —to earth and heav’n I boaft, 
‘This, ——this is Zamti’s fon.——_ 
HAMET. 
At length the hour, 
The glorious hour is come, by Morat promis’d, 
«¢ When Hamet fhall not blufh to know his father.” 
Kneels to bins. 
ZAMT I. ‘ 
Oh! thou intrepid youth |_—-what bright reward 
Can your glad fire beftéw on fuch defert >—— 
The righteous Gods, and your own inward feelings 
Shall give the {weeteft retribution,—Now, 
Mandane, now my foul forgives thee all, 
Since I have made acquaintance with my fon; 
Thy lovely weaknefs I can now excufe ; 
But oh! I charge thee by a hufband’s right—— 
TIMURKAN. 
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TIMURKAN. 
A hufband’s right !—a traitor has no right. 
Society difclaims him—Woman, hear—— 
Mark well my words——difcolour not thy foul 
With the black hue of crimes like his—-—renounce 
All hymeneal vows, and take again 
Your much lov’d boy to his fond mother’s arms, 
While juftice whirls that traitor to his fate. 
MANDAWNE. 
Thou vile advifer !+-—what, betray my lord, _ 
My honour’d hufband——turn a Scythian wife ! 
Forget the many years of fond delight, 
In which my foul ne’er knew decreafing love, 
Charm’d with his noble, all-accomplifh’d mind ! 
No, tyrant, no;——with him I’ll rather dic’p 
With him in ruin more fupremely bleft, 
Than guilt triumphant on its throne. ——— 
ZAMTIL. 
Now then, 
Inhuman Tartar, I defy thy pow’r——- 
Lo! here, the father, mother, and the fon! 
Try all your tortures of us—-—here we ftand 
Refolv’d to leave a tract of bright renown 
To mark our beings—-—-—all refolv’d to dic 
The votaries of honour !——— 
TIMURKAN. 
Then die ye fhall--what ho!—guards, feize the 
flaves, ae 
Deep in fome baleful dungeon’s midnight gloont _ 
Let each apart be plune’d—and Etan too— 
Let him be forthwith found—he too fhall fhare 
His father’s fate ——-— 
MIRVAN. 
Be it my tafk, dread fir, 
To make the rack ingenious in new pains, 


jon ye Till 


a 
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Till even cruelty almoft relent 
At their keen, agonizing groans. —_— 
TIMURKAN. 

Be that, j 

Mirvan, thy care.—Now by th’ immortal Lama 

Pll wreft this myfry from ’em—elfe the dawn 

Shall fee me up in arms——’gainft Corea’s chief 

T will unfurl my banners—his proud cities 

Shall dread my thunder at their gates, and mourn 

Their fmoaking ramparts—o’er his verdant plains 

And peaceful vales Vl drive my warlike carr, 

And deluge all the eaft with blood. [ Exit. 
OCTAR. 

» Mirvan, do thou bear hence thofe mifcreant flaves. 
Thou, Zamti, art my charge—Laying hold of bim. 
ZAMT I. 

Willing I come— Shakes him off. 

The fteady mind can {corn your manfions drear, 
And brighten horror with its noon-tide ray. 
Mandane, fummon all thy ftrength.—My fon, 
Thy father doubts not of thy fortitude. 
[Exit, guarded by Octar. 
MANDANE. 
Allow me but one laft embrace To the guards. 
HAME,T. 


Oh! mother, 
Would I could refcue thee. 
MANDANE. 


Loft, loft again! 
HANNE T. 
Inhuman, bloody Tartars. 
Both together. 


Oh! farewell. 
End of the Third Act. 


ACrE 


[Exeunt, on different fides, 
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SCENE, a Prifon. Hamet in chains, 


Enter Zapuimri (difeuifed in a Tartar drefs) 
with Mirvan. 


‘ 


MIRVAN 
# Me HHERE ftretch’d at length on the dank 
T ground he lies ; 
cal Ae Scorning his fate. wy Sir meeting muft 


HSS be {hort; —— 


ZAPHIMRI. 
Jt fhall. —- 
MIRVAN. 
And yet I tremble for th’ event ; ——~ 
Why would’ft thou venture to this Spe of danger? 
. Z APH PNR. 
And can’f{t thou deem me then fo mean of {pirit, 
' To dwell fecure in ignominious fafety ; 


With cold infenfibility to wait 
The ling’ring hours, with coward patience wait ’em, 


Deliberating on myfelf, while ruin 
Nods over Zamti’s houfe ? 
, MIRV AN. 
Yet whilft thou’rt here, 
Thy fate’s fufpended on each dreadful moment. 
ZAPHIMRI. 


I will hold converfe with him! ev’n tho’ death 


Were arny'd againft the interview.—[Exit Mirvan. 
I-79 *  HAMET, 
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HAMET, fill on the ground. 
— What wouldft thou, Tartar? 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Rife, noble youth,—no vulgar errand mine-———— 
HAMET, comes forward. 
Now fpeak thy purpofe.——- 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Under this difguife—— 
HAMET. 
If under that difguife, a murd’rer’s dagger 
Thirft for my blood———thus I can meet the blow. 
Throwing bimfelf open. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
No ruffian’s purpofe lurks within this bofom. 
To thefe lone walls, where oft the Scythian ftabber 
With apes {tride hath come ; thefe walls that 
oft 
Have feen th’ affaffin’s deeds ; I bring a mind 
Firm, virtuous, upright, —— Under this vile garb, 
Lo! here a fon of China.—— Opens his drefs. 
HAMET. 
Yes, thy garb — 
Denotes a fon of China; and thofe eyes 
Roll with no black intent.—-—Say on—— 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Inflam’d with admiration of heroic deeds, 
I come to feek acquaintance with the youth, 
Who for his king would bravely die,—— 
HAMET. 
Say then, 
Doft thou applaud the deed >—— 
. ZAPHIMRI. 
By heav’n, I do.—— 
: Yes, 


: / 
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Yes, virtuous envy rifes in my foul~— 
Thy ardor charms me, and ev’n now J pant 
To change conditions with thee. —— 

HAMET. 
Then my heart 
Accepts thy proffer’d friendfhip ;—— in a batfe, 
A prone, degen’rate age, when foreign force, 
And foreign manners have o’erwhelnrd us all, 
And funk our native genius ;——thou retain’ft 
A fenfe of ancient worth.—— But wherefore here, 
To this fad manfion, this abode of forrow, 
Com’ft thou to know a wretch that foon muft die ? 

ZAPHIMRI. 
By heav’n, thou fhalt not die——I come to fpeak 
The gladfome tidings of a happier fate —— 
By me Zaphimri fends-—— 

HAMET. 

Zaphimri fends ! 
Kind pow’rs !—-—Where is the king ?-—— 

ZAPHIMRI.. ~ 
His fteps are fafe ; 
Unfeen as is the arrow’s path.——By me he fays, 
He knows, he loves, he wonders at thy virtue. 
By me he fwears, rather than thou fhould’ft fall, 
He will emerge from dark obfcurity, 
And greatly brave his fate.——_—» 

HAMET. 
Ha!—die for me! 
For me, ignoble in the {cale of being ; 
An unimportant wretch !——-Whoe’er thou art, 
I prithee, ftranger, bear my anfwer back ~— 
Oh! tell my fov’reign that here dwells a heart 
Superior to all peril.—When I fall, 
A worm,—an infect dies !—But in his life 
Are wrapp’d the glories of our ancient line, 
5 4 The 
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The liberties of China !—Then let him 
Live for his people—Be it mine to die. . 


ZAPHIMRI. 


Can I bear this, ye pow’rs, and not diffolve 
In tears of gratitude and love? — Afide. 
H AMET. 

“Why ftreams 2 
That flood of grief aA why that ftifled groan ? 
Thro’ the dark milt his forrow cafts around him, 
He feems no common man.—Say, gen’rous youth, 
Who, and what art thou ?>—— 

ZAPHIMRLI 
Who, and what am [!—— 
_ Thou lead’{t me to a precipice, from whence 
Downward to look, turns wild the mad’ning brain, 
Scar’d at th’ unfathomable deep below.—— 
Who, and what am] !—Oh! the verieft wretch 
That ever yet groan’d out his foul in anguifh. 
One loft, abandon’d, hopelefs, plung’d in woe 
Beyond redemption’s aid.——Too tell thee all 
In one dire word, big with the laft diftrefs, 
In one accumulated term of horror,—— 
—— Zaphimri ! 


HAMET, 
Said’ft thou ! —— 
ZAPHIMRI, 
He !—~—that fatal wretch ; 
Exalted into mifery fupreme, 
Oh! I was happy, while good Zamti’s fon 
I walk’d the common tratts of life, and ftrove 
Humbly to copy my imagin’d fire, 
But now—— 
HAMET. 
Yes now—if thou art He-—~—as fure 


BeR A 
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Tis wond’rous like—rais’d toa ftate, in which 
A nation’s happinefs on thee depends. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
A nation’s happinefs !—There, there I bleed— 
There are my pangs.—For me this war began —~ 
For me hath purple flaughter drench’d yon fields— 
I am the caufe of all.—I forg’d thofe chains—— 
For Zamti and Mandane too—Oh* heav’ns !|—— 
Them have I thrown into a dungeon’s gloom.—— 
Thefe are the horrors of Zaphimri’s reign.—— 
—I am the tyrant !——I aicend the throne 
_ By trampling on the neck of innocence ; 
By bafe ingratitude; by the vile means 
Of fel&fth cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains, 
AJ) loft, all murder’d, that I thence may rife 
Inglorious to a throne |—— 
HA MET. 
Alas! thy fpirit, 
Thy wild diforder’d fancy pictures forth 
Ills, that are not ——or, being ills, not worth 
A moment’s paufe -— 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Not ills !—-—thou can’{t not mean it.—— 
Oh! I’m environ’d with the worft of woes ;—-— 
The angry fates, amidft their hoards of vengeance, 
Had nought but this——they meant to render me 
Peculiarly diftrefs’d. —-- Tell me, thou gallant 
youth,—- 
—A foul like thine knows ev’ry fine emotion, —-— 
Is there a nerve, in which the heart of man 
Can prove {uch torture, as when thus it meets 
Unequall’d friendthip, honour, truth, and love, 
And no return can make P——Oh ! ’tis too much, 
Ye mighty Gods, too much—thus, thus to be 
A feeble princé, a fhadow of a king, z 
Without 
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Without the pow’r to wreak revenge on guilt, - 
— Without the pow’r of doing virtue right. —— 
HAMET. 

That power will come.—— | 

ZAPHIMRI. 
But when ?-—-—when thou art loft, —— 
When Zamti and Mandane are deftroy’d——~ 
Oh! for adagger’s point, to plunge it deep, 
Deep in this—ha !—Deep in the tyrant’s heart.— 


: HAMET. 

There your revenge fhould point.—For that great 
deed 

Heav’n hath watch'd all thy ways; and wilt thou 
now 


With headlong rage fpurn at its guardian care, 
Nor wait the movements of eternal Juftice! 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Fla!—whither has my phrenzy ftray’d >——Yes, 


heav’n 
Has been all-bounteous.— Righteous pow’rs | ——~ 
To you my ortfons are due —— But oh ! 


Complete your goodnefs: —— Save this valiant 

youth ; 5 
Save Zamti’s houfe ; and tte a fuch your will, 
That from the Tartar’s head my arm this night 
Shall erafp the crown of China —— teach me then 
To bear your dread vicegerency —— I ftand 
Refign’d to your high will. -—— 

HAMET. 

And heav’n, F truft,, 
Will ftill pueferve thee ; ; in its own good time 
Will finifh: its decrees, —— 


ZAPHIMRE 


Yes, Hamet, yes ; 
A gleam of hope remains. Should Timurkaw 
Defer his murder to the midnight hour, 


4 Then 
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Then will I come,—then burft thefe guilty walls, 
Rend thofe vile manacles, and give thee freedom, 
HAMET, 
Oh! no—you muft not rifk-—— 
ZAPHIMRL 
A band of heroes 
For this are ready ; honourably leagu’d 
To vindicate their rights. Thy father’s care 
Plann’d and infpir’d the whole. —Among the troops, 
Nay in his very guards, there are not wanting 
Some gallant fons of: China, in that hour, 
Who will difcover their long-pent-up fury, 
And deal deftruGtion round.—— 
HAMET. 
What—all conven’d, 
And ev’ry thing difpos’d ? 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Determin’d ! —- Now 
In filent terror all intent they ftand, 
And wait the fignal in each gale that blows, 
HAMET. 
Why did’ft thou venture forth ? 
ZAPHIMRI. 
What, poorly lurk 
While my friends die !—that thought— but, gene- 
rous youth, 
Yl not think meanly of thee—No—that thought 
Is foreign to thy heart. 
HAMET. 
But think, my prince, 
On China’s wrongs, the dying heroes’ groans ; 
Think on thy anceftors. —— 
ZAPHIMRI, 
My anceftors ! 
What is’t to me a long-defcended line, 
A race of worthies, legiflators, heroes, 
~-Unlefs I bring their virtues too ?-—-No more— 
Ped yi Thy 
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Thy own example fires me.——Near this place 
I’ll take my ftand, and watch their bufy motions, 
Until the gen’ral roar ;—then will I come, 
And arm thee for th’ affault.—— — 
HAMET. 
Oh! if thou do’ft, 
Yet once again I’ll wield the deathrit goat 
ea bear againtt the foe.—— 
Zo gt Ee Wee Te 

aa thou and I 
Will ruth together thro’ the paths of death, 
Mow down our way, and with fad overthrow 
Purfue the Tartar—like two rafhing torrents, 
That from the mountain’s top, ’midit roaring caves, 
*Midft rocks and rent-up trees, foam headlong down, 
And each depopulates his way. —— 

AA flourifh of trumpets. 

HAMET. 

_ What means 
That fudden and wild harmony ?>-—— 


ZAPHIMRI. 
Even now 
The conqu’ror, and his fell barbaric rout, 
For-this day’s viétory indulge their joy ; 
“Joy foon to end in er oans—for all con{pires 
To forward our defign—and lo! the lights 
That whilom blaz’d to heav’n, now rarely feen 
Shed a pale glimmer, and the fe fecure 
Sinks down in deep debauch ; while all awake, 
The genius of -this land broods o’er the work 
Of juitice and revenge. —— 
HAME-T. 
Oh! revel on, 
Still unfufpecting plunge in ¢ sey) Joy, 
And bury thee in riot. — 
Cee ZAPRIMRI, 
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ZAPHIMRI. 
Ne’er again 
‘To wake from that vile trance—for ere the dawn, 
Detefted fpoiler, thy hot blood fhall fmoke 
On the ftain’d' marble, and thy limbs abhorr’d 
Pl] fcatter to the dogs of China. —— 


Enter MIRVAN. 


MIRVAN. 
Break off your conf’rence—Odctar this way comes; 


ZAPHIMRI, 
This garb will cloak me from each hottile eye; 
Thou need’ft not fear detection. —— 


Enter OCTAR. 


MIRVAN. 
There’s your pris’ner. —— Pointing to Hamet. 


| OCTAR. 
Lead him to where Mandane’s matron grief 
Rings thro” yon vaulted roof. —— 


HAMET. 
Oh! lead me to her; 
Let me give balm to her afflicted mind ; 
And foften anguifh in a parent’s breatt. 
[ Exit, with Mirvan. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
What may this mean ?——I dread fome lurking 
mifchief, —— [Exit on the oppofite fide. 
OCT AR: 
_ When the boy clings around his mother’s heart 
In fond endearment, then to tear.him from her, 
Will once again awaken all her tendernefs, 


And in her impotence of grief, the truth 
: At 
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At length will burft its way.—But Timurkan 
Impatient comes. - 


Enter TIMURKAN. ° 


7 OCTAR: 
Thus with diforder’d looks, ; | 
Why will my fov’reign fhun the genial banquet, 
To feek a dungeon’s gloom ? 
TIMURKAN. 
Oh! valtant Odtar, 
A more than midni¢ht gloom involves my foul. 
Haft thou beheld this ftubborn Mandarine ? 
OCTAR. , 
J have; and tried by ev’ry threaten’d vengeance 
To bend his foul : Unconquer’d yet by words 
He fmiles contempt s as if fome inward joys 
Like the fun lab’ring in a night of clouds, 
Shot forth its glad’ning unrefifted beams, 
Chearing the face of woe. : 
TIMURKAN. 
What of Mandane ° : 
OC.T AR, 
At firft with tears and bitter lamentations 
She call’d on Hamet loft;—but when I urg’d, 
She ftill might fave her boy, and fave herfelfy 
Would fhe but give Zaphimri to your wrath, 
Her tears forgot to flow ;—her voice, her look, 
Her colour fudden chang’d, and all her form 
Enlarging with th’ emotions of her foul, 
Grew vatter to the fight.— With blood-fhot eyes 
She caft a look of filent indignation, | 
Then turn’d in fullen mood away. 
TIMURKAN. 


Perdition. 
O’erwhelm her pride. —— 
OCTAR, 
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OCTAR., 

Might I advife you, fir, 

An artful tale of love fhould foftly glide 

To her afflicted foul —— a conqu’ror’s fighs 

Will waft a thoufand wifhes to her heart, 

Till female vanity afpire to reach 

The eaftern throne and when her virtue melts 

In the foft tumult of her gay defires, 

Win from her ev’ry truth, then #purn to fhame 

The weak, deluded woman. — 

. TIMURKAN. 

Octar, no—— 

I cannot ftoop with love-fick adulation 

To thrill in languifhing defire, and try 

The hopes, the fears, and the caprice of love. 

Enur’d to rougher fcenes, far other arts 

My mind empioy’d,—to fling the well-ftor’d quiver 

Over this manly arm, and wing the dart 

At the fleet rain-deer, {weeping down the vale, 

Or up the mountain, {training ev’ry nerve ; 

To vault the neighing fteed, and urge his courfe 

Swifter than whirlwinds—thro’ the ranks of war 

To drive my chariot-wheels, fmoaking with gore : 

Thefe. are my paffions, this my only {cience, 

Above the puling fickneffes of love. 

Bring that vile Mave, the hoary prieft, before me. 
[ Exit Octar, 


-TIMURKAN. 
By heav’n their fortitude ereéts a fence 
To fhield em from my wrath, more pow’rful far 
Than their high-boafted wall, which long hath ftood 
The fhock of time, of war, of ftorms, and thunder, 
‘The wonder of the world! .—- 
What art thou, Virtue, who can’{t thus infpire 
This ftubborn pride, this dignity of foul, 
And ftill unfading, beauteous i diltrefs, 
Can’ft tafte of joys, my heart hath never known ? 

Enter” 
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Enter ZAMTI, 72 Chains, 


TIMURKAN. 

Mark me, thou traitor, thy detefted fight’ 

Once more I brook, to try if yet the fenie 

Of deeds abhorr’d as thine, has touch’d your foul, 
Or clear this myftry, or by yonder heay’n 

1’ll hunt Zaphimri to his fecret haunt, 

Or fpread a gen’ral carnage round the world. 

| ZAM PIT TS . 
Thy ragé is vain———far from thy ruthlefs pow’r 
Kind heav’n protects him, till the awful truth 

In fome dread hour of horror.and revenge 

Shall. burft like thunder on thee. 


TIMURKAN. 


"Fla | —— beware; 

Nor rouze my lion-rage —yet, ere “tis late, 

Repent thee of thy crimes. 
TL LAs 

The crime would be 

To yield to thy unjuft commands. -—— But know, 

A louder voice than thine forbids the deed ; 

The voice of all my kings! —forth from their tombs 

Ev’n now they fend a peal of groans to heav’n, 

Where all thy murders are long fince gone ups 

Bnd {tand in dread array againtt thee, 


Murders ! 

Ungrateful Mandarine ! ——fay, did not I, 

When civil difcord lichted up het brand, 

And fcatter’d wide fet flames ; when ey conten- 
tion 

*Twixt Xohohamti and Zaphimri’s father 

Sorely convuls’d the realm ; ‘did not I then 


Lead 
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Lead forth my Tartars from their northern frontier, 
And bid fair order rife? 
ZAMTL. 
Bid order rife! 
Haft thou not fmote us with a hand of wrath ? 
By thee each art has died, and ev’ry fcience 
Gone out at thy fell blaft—art thou not come 
To fack out cities, to fubvert our temples, 
The temples of our Gods, and with the worfhip, 
Thé monftrous worfhip of your living Lama, 
Profane our holy fhrines? 
- TIMURKAN. 
Peace, infolent, 
Nor dare with horrid treafon to provoke 
The wrath of injur’d majefty. 
7 ZAMTI. 


Yes, tyrant; | 
Yes, thou haft fmote us with a hand of wrath ; 
Full twenty years haft {mote us; but at length 
Will come the hour of heav’n’s juft vifitation,. ~ 
_ When thou .fhale rue——hear me, thou man of 
blood hye 
Yes, thou fhalt rue the day, when thy fell rage 
Imbrued thofe hands in royal blood—now tremble— 
The arm of the Moft High is bar’d againft thee— 
And fee !—the hand of fate defcribes thy doom 
In glaring letters on yon rubied wall! 
Each gleam of light is perifh’d out of heav’n, 
And darknefs rufhies o’er the face of earth. 
TIMURKAN. 
Think’ft thou, vile flave, with vifionary fears 
I e’er can fhrink appal’d ?—thou moon-ftruck feer! 
No more Pll bear this mockery of words-—— 
Or {trait refolve me, or, by hell and vengeance, 
Unheard-of torment waits thee — 


— 


ZAMTTI. 
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ZAMTL 
Know’ft thou not 3 
I offer’d up my boy ?—and after that, 
After that conflict, think’ft thou there is aught 
Zamti has left to fear ? 
TIMURKAN. 
Yes, learn to fear 
My will—my fov’reign will—which here is law, 
And treads upon the neck of flaves,—————— 
ZAMTL 


Thy will 
The law in China !—IIl-inftructed man !— 
Now learn an awful truth,__—Tho’ rufhan pow’r 
May for a while fupprefs all facred order, 
And trample on the rights of man ;——the foul, 
Which gave our legiflation life and vigour, 
Shall ftill fubfift—above the tyrant’s reach.— 
—The fpirit of the laws can never die —- 
TIMURKAN. 
[ll hear no more.—What ho !—(Enter Ogtar, and 
guards)—Bring forth Mandane —— 
Ruin involves ye all—this very hour 
Shall fee your fon impal’d.—Yes, /both your fons, — 
Let Etan be brought forth.—— 
OCI Ark. 
Etan, my liege, 
Is fled for fafety.k—— 
TIMURKAN. 


Thou pernicious flave ! : To Zamti. 
Him too would’ft thou withdraw from juftice ?—— 
—him 


Would’ft thou fend hence to Corea’s realm, to brood 
O’er fome new work of treafon ?—By the pow’rs 
Who feel a joy in vengeance, and delight 
In human blood, I will unchain my fury 

On 


* 
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On all, who trace Zaphimri in his years ; 
But chief on thee, and thy devoted race. 


Enter Manpane and Hamer. 
Mirvan guarding them, Se. 
TIMURKAN. 
Woman, attend my words—inftant reveal 
This dark confpiracy, and fave thyfelf.— 


If wilful thou wilt {fpurn the joys that woo thee, 
The rack fhall have its prey. -— 


MANDANE: 
It is in vain.—— 
I tell thee; Homicide, my foul is bound 
By folemn vows; and wouldft thou have me break 
‘What angels wafted on their wings to heav’n? 


TIMURKAN. 
Renounce your rafh refolves, nor court deftruction, 
MANDANE. 
Goddefs of vengeance, from your realms above, . 
Where near the throne of the Moft High thou 
dwell ft, 
Infpher’d in darknefs, amidft hoards of thunder, 
Serenely dreadful, ’till dire human crimes 
Provoke thee down ; now, on the whirlwind’s wing 
Defcend, and with your Aaming {word, your bolts. 
Red with almighty wrath, let loofe your rage, 
And blaft this vile feducer in his guilt. 


TIMURKAN. 
Blind frantic woman !—think on your lov’d boy.—- 
MANDANE. 
That tender ftrugele’s o’er—if.he muft die, 
V'll greatly dare to followm——— 
thee TIMURKAN, 
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TIMURKAN. 
Then forthwith 
I'll put thee to the proof—Drag forth the boy 
To: inftant death.—— They feize Hamet. 
HAMET. 
Come on then -——— Lead me hence . 
To fome new world where juftice reigns, for here 
Thy iron hand is ftretch’d o’er all._—_— 
[ Ewit, guarded. 
TIMURKAN. 
Quick, drag him forth. 
, MANDANE. 
Now by the pow’rs above, by ev’ry tie 
Of humanizing pity, feize me firft, 
Oh! fpare my child, and end his wretched mother. 
TIMURKAN, 
Thou plead’ft in vain.—— 


Enter a Meffenger in hafke. 


Meffenger. 
Etan, dread fir, is found.—— 

ZAM TI. . 
Ah! China totters on the brink‘of ruin. Afide. 


TIMURKAN. 
Where lurk’d the flave ? 
Meffenger. 
Emerging from difguife, 
He rufh’d amid the guards that led forth Hamet ; 
« Sufpend the ftroke,” he cry’d; then crav’d ad-« 
mittance 
To your dread prefence, on affairs, he fays, 
Of higheft import to your throne and life. 


ZAMT hy 
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ZAMTL 
Ruin impends. (afde) Heed not an idle boy.—— 
To Timurkan. 
TIMURKAN. 
Yes, I will fee him—bring him ftraight before me. 
ZAMTI 
Angels of light, quick on the rapid wing 
Dart from the throne of grace, and hover round 
him. 


Enter ZapuimRi, guards following him. 


TIMURKAN. 
Thou com’ft on matters of importance deep 
‘Unto my throne and life-—— 
ZAPHIMRI, 
I do.—-—This very hour 
Thy death is plotting, —— 
“TIMURKAN, 
Ha!——by whom? 
ZAPHIMRI, 


Zaphimri! 
ZAMTI., 
What means my fon? 
TIMURKAN. ‘ 


Quick, give him to my rage, 
And mercy fhall to thee extend.—— 


ZAPHIMRL 
Think not 


I meanly come to faye this wretched being. == 
Pity Mandane—Save her tender frame—Kveels. 
Pity that youth—oh! fave that godlike man.——- 


: FA Se 
Wilt thou difhonour me, degrade thyfelf, 
Fs Thy 4 
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Thy native dignity by bafely kneeling pe 
Quit that vile pofture.—— 
TIMURKAN. 


Rafh intruder, hence.—— . To Zamti, 

Hear me, thou ftripling ;—or unfold thy tale, 

Or by yon heav’n they die—Would*ft thou appeafe 
my wrath? 


-=-Bring me Zaphimri’s head.—— 
LRP WH TSMERe. 

Will that fuffice ? 

ZAMTI. | 

Oh! heavens ! Ajide, 
TIMURKAN, 
ZAPHIMRI, 

‘Then take it, tyrant. 

Rifing up, and pointing to himfelf, 
ZAMTI. HAMET 


Ah! 
ZAPHIMRI. ; 
{ am Zaphimri—I your mortal foe.—_— 
. ZAMTI. 
Now by yon heav’n! it is not.—— 
ZAP ITM Ras 
Here——ftrike here—— 
Sincenought but royal blood can quench thy thirft:- —~ 
Unfluice thefe veins,——but {pare their matchlefs 
lives. —— 
TIMURKAN. 
Would’ft thou deceive me too? 
ZAMTI. 
He would—— 
(\ZAPHIM RI. 
No——here, 
Here on his knees, Zaphimri begs to die. 
ZAMTTI, 
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ZAMTTI. 
Oh! horror, *tis my fon—by great Confucius, 
That is my Etan, my too gen’rous boy, 
That fain would die to fave his aged fire. —— 
MAN DANE. 
Alas! all’s ruin’d—freedom is no more.— fide. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Yet hear me, Tartar—hear the voice of truth— 
T am your victim—by the gods, I am. 
_ Laying hold of Timurkan., 
TIMURKAN. 
Thou early traitor!—by your guilty fire 
Train’d up in fraud—no more thefe arts prevail. 
My rage is up in arms, ne’er to know reft, 
Until Zaphimri perifh.—Off, vile flave 
This very moment {weep ’em from my fight, 
MANDANE, 
Alas! my hufband—Oh! my fon, my fon— 
ZAM TI. : 
May all the hoft of heav’n protect him {till ! 
[Exeunt Zamti and Mandane, 
guarded by Octar, &&e, 
ZAPHIMRI, frrugeling with Timurkan, on his 
knees. 


Ah! yet withold—in pity hold a moment —~ 
Jam Zaphimri—I refign my crown 


TIMURKAN. 
Away, vain boy !—go fee them bleed—behold 
How they will writhe in pangs ae doom’d 
for thee, 
And ev’ry ftripling thro’ the eaft.—— Vile flave, 
away ! Breaks from bim, and exit. 
ley ZAPHIMRI, 
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ZAPHIMRI, bing on the ground; officers and 
guards behind him. 
Oh! cruel! =yet a moment——Barbarous 
Scythians ! | __. 

Wilt thou not open earth, and take me ont 

Down to thy caverns of éternal darknefs, 

From this fupremme of woe ?—— Here will I lie, 

Here on thy flinty bofom,—=-with this breaft 

Pll harrow up my grave, and end at once 

This pow’rlefs wretch,—this ignominious king !—= 

—And fleeps almighty Juttice? 2 Will it not 

Now waken all its terrors ?—arm yon band 

Of fecret heroes with avenging thunder ? 

By heaven that thought (ri/ing) lifts up my kin- 

dling foul 

With renovated fire (afide.) My glorious friends, 

(Who now convene b: g with your country’s fate,) 

When I am dead,—oh | give me juft reyvenge—— 

Let not my fhade rife unaton’d amongft ye ;—— 

Let mé not die inglorious ;—-make my fall 

With jome great act of yet unheard-of vengeance, 

Refound throughout the world, that fartheft Scythia 

_ May ftand appall’d at the huge diftant roar 

Of one vaft ruin tumbling on Pte heads 

Of this fell tyrant, and his hated race. ; 
(Exit, guarded, 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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IH SReOR IR ROI eR IH OMI 
Ve af Yaa Read teat Ceol he Woah ve af 


SCENE, ¢he Palace. 


Enter Octar; Zamri and Manvane, following 


bim. 
ZAMTL 
IRS Se AA Y doft thou lead us to this hated 
s a oN e manfion ? 
a W 2 ee #% Muft we again behold the tyrant’s 
* binds frown? 
eae Thou know’ft our hearts are fix’d.— 
OCTAR. 
The war of words 
We {corn again to wage —— hither ye come 


Beneath a monarch’s eye to meet your doom. 
The rack is now preparing—Timurkan 
Shall foon behold your pangs, and count each groan 
Fv’n to the fulleft luxury of vengeance. 
Guard well that paffage (zo the guards within), fee 
thefe traitors find 
No means of flight ; while to the conqueror 
I haften, to receive his laft commands. 


[Exit Octar, on the oppofite fide. 


ZAMTI and MANDANE. 
ZAMTI. 
Thou ever faithful creature —~ 
MANDANE. 
Can’ft thou, Zamti, 


Still call me faithful ?-—— by that honour’d name 
Wilt 
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Wilt thou call her, whofe mild maternal love 
Hath overwhelm’d us al] P—— 
ZAMTI, 
Thou art my wife, 
Whofe matchlefs excellence, ev’n in bondage, 
Hath chear’d my foul; but now thy ev’ry charm, 
By virtue waken’d, kindled by diftrefs 
To higher luftre, all my paffions beat 
Unutterable gratitude and love. 
And muft—oh ! cruel !—mutt I fee thee bleed ?—~ 
“MANDANE. 
For me death wears no terror on his brow —~ 
Full twenty years hath this refounding breaft 
Been {mote with thefe fad hands, thefe haggard eyes 
Have feen my country’s fall, my deareft hufband, 
My fon,—my king,—all in the Tartar’s hands : 
‘What then remains 5 for me ?——-Death,—only death, 
ZAMTI. 
Ah! can thy tendernefs endure the pangs 
Inventive cruelty ev’n now defigns ? - 
Mutt this fair form-——this foft perfection bleed? 
Thy decent limbs be ftrain’d with cruel cords, 
To glut a ruffian’s rage P—— 
MANDANE. 
Alas! this frame, 
This feeble texture never can fuftain it. 


But this—this I can bear— Shews a dagger, 
ZAMTI. 
Ha! 
MANDANE. 


Yes ! —— this dagger ! —— 
Do thou but lodge it in this faithful breatt ; 
My heart fhall fpring to meet thee, ——— 


ZAMTY; 
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ZAMTL 
Oh! 


Do thou, 
My honour’d lord, who taught’{t me ev’ry virtue, 
Afford this friendly, this: laft human office, 
And teach me now to die, 
ZAMTI. 
Oh! never —— never 
Hence let me bear this fatal inftrument— 
Takes the dagger. 
What, to ufurp the dread prerogative 
Of life and death, and meature out the thread 
Of our own beings !—’Tis the coward’s aét, 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril——= 
Be that the practice of th’ untutor’d favage ,; —— 
Be it the practice of the gloomy north. 
MANDANE. 
Mutt we then wait a haughty tyrant’s nod, 
The vaffals of his will ?—no—let us rather 
Nobly break thro’ the barriers of this life, 
And join the beings of fome other world, 

‘Who'll throng around our greatly daring fouls, 
And view the deed with wonder and applaufe. —« 
ZAMTI, 

Diftrefs too exquifite !— ye holy pow’rs, 
If aught below can fuperfede your law, 
And plead for wretches, who dare, felf-impell’d, 
Ruth to your awful prefence ;—oh !—it is not 
When the diftemper’d paffions rage! when pride 
fs ftung to madnefs; when ambition falls 
From his high {caffolding ;—oh ! no—if aught 
Can juftify the blow, it is when virtue 
Has nothing left to do; when liberty 
No more can breathe at large; —’tis with the groans 
Of our.dear country when we dare to die. 

3 MANDANE. 


MANDANE. 
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MANDANE. 

- Then here at once direct the friendly fteel. 
ZAMTI. 

One laft adieu !—now !—ah! does this become 

‘Thy hufband’s love ?—thus with uplifted blade 

Can I approach that bofom-blifs, where oft. 

With other looks than thefe—oh ! my Mandane— 
I’ve huth’d my cares within thy fhelt’ring arms ?— 
MANDANE. 

Alas! the toves that hover’d o’er our pillows 

Have fpread their pinions, never to return, 

And the pale fates furround us 

Then lay me down in honourable reft ; 

Come, as thou art, all here, to my arms, 

And free a virtuous wife 
ZAMTI. 


It muft be fo-—— 
Now then prepare thee—my arm flags and droops 
Confcious of thee in ev’ry trembling nerve. 
Dafhes down the dagger, 

By heav’n once more I would not raife the point 
Againft that hoard of fweets, for endlefs years 
Of univerfal empire. 

MANDANE. 
Ha! the fell minifters of wrathem—and yet; 
They fhall not long infult us in our woes. 
Myielf will {till preferve the means of death, 


Takes up the dagger. 


Enter TIMuRKAN and OcTAR. 


TIMURKAN. 
Now then, detefted pair, your hour is come— 
Drag forth thefe flaves to inftant death and torment. - 
I hate this dull delay ; I burn to fee them . 
Gafping in-death, and welt’ring in their gore. 
MANDAN Eq 
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MANDANE., 
Zamti, fupport my fteps—with thee to die 
fs all the boon Mandane now wouid crave. 
[Exeunt. 


TIMURKAN and OCTAR. 


TIMURKAN. 
Thofe rafh, prefumptuous boys, are they brought 
forth ? 


OCTAR., 
Mirvan will lead the victims to their fate, 
TIMURKAN. 
And yet what boots their death ?~-the Orphan lives, 
And in this breaft fell horror and remorfe 
Mutt be the dire inhabitants —~Oh! Oétar, 
Thefe midnight vifions fhake my inmoft foul. — 


OCTAR. 

And fhall the fhad’wings of a feverifh brain 
Difturb a conqu’ror’s breaft ? —— 

TIMURKAN. 
Oétar, they’ve made 
Such defolation here—’tis drear and horrible! —— 
On yonder couch, foon as fleep clos’d my eyes, 
All that yon mad enthufiaftic prieft 
In myftic rage denounc’d, rofe to my view ; 
And ever and anon:a livid flafh, 
From confcience fhot, fhew’d to my aching fight 
The colours of my guilt 
Billows of blood were round me ; and the ghotts, 
The ghofts of heroes, by my rage deftroy’d, 
Came with their ghaftly orbs, and {treaming wounds ; 
They ftalk’d around my bed ;—with loud acclaim 
They call’d Zaphimri! ’midit the lightning’s blaze 
Heav’n roll’d confenting thunders o’er my head ; 
Straight from his covert the youth fprung upon me, 


And theok his.gleaming fteel—he hurl’d me down, 
Down 


a ———— 
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Down headlong, down the drear——hold, hold ! 
where am I? 
Oh! this dire whirl of thought—my brain’s on fire 
OCTAR. 
Compofe this wild diforder of thy foul. 
Your foes this moment die. 


Enter MirvAn. 


. TIMURKAN: 

What would’ft thou, Mirvan ? 
MIRVAN. 

Near to the eaftern gate, a flave reports, 


_ As on his watch he ftood, a gleam of arms 


Caft a dim luftre thro’ the night ; and ftraighi¢ 
The fteps of men thick founded in his ear ; 
In clofe array they rnarch’d. 
TIMURKAN. 
Some lurking treafon !—— 
What, ho! my arms—ourfelf will fally forth.—~ 
MIRVAN. 
My liege, their fcanty and rafh-levied crew 
Want not a monarch’s fword—the valiant Oétar, 
Join’d by yon faithful guard, will foon chaftife them, 
TIMURKAN. 
Then be it fo—Odctar, draw off the guard, 
And bring their leaders bound in chains before me. 
[Exit Octar. 


TIMURKAN and MIRVAN. 


MIRVAN, a 
With fure conviction we have further learn’d 


- The long-contended truth—Etan’s their king 


The traitor Zamti counted but one fon ; _ 
And 
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And him he fent far hence to Corea’s realm, 
That fhould it eer be known the prince furviv’d, 
The boy might baffle juftice—— 
TIMURKAN. 
Ha! this moment 
Ourfelf will fee him fall. 
MIR v AN. 


Better, my liege, 
At this dead hour you fought repofe—mean time 
Juftice on him fhall hold her courfe.—Your foes 
Elfe might ftill urge that you delight in blood. 
The femblance of humanity will throw 
A veil upon ambition’s deeds—’tis thus 
That mighty conqu’rors thrive ;—and ev’n vice, 
When it would profper, borrows virtue’s mien, 
TIMURKAN. 
Mirvan, thou counfel’ft right: beneath a fhew 
Of public weal we lay the nations watte. 
And yet thefe eyes fhall never know repofe, 
Till they behold Zaphimri perifh. Murvan, 
Attend me forth. 
MIRVAN. 
Forgive, my fov’reign liege, 
Forgive my over- forward zeal——I knew 
It was not fitting he fhould breathe a moment : 
The truth once “known, I rufh’d upon the victim, 
And with this fabre cleft him to the ground. 
TIMUREAN. 
Thanks to great Lama!—treafon is no more, 
And their boy king is dead—Mirvan, do thou 
This very night bring me the ftripling’ s head.. 
Soon as the dawn fhall purple yonder eait, 
Aloft in air all China fhall behold it, 
Parch’d by the fun, and welt’ring to the wind: 
Hafte, Mirvan, hafte, and fate my fondeft with. 


MIRVAN, 


ca 
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MIRVAN. 4b 
This hour approves my loyalty and truth. [Exz#; 
TIMURKAN. 
Their deep-laid plot hath mifs’d its aim, and Ti- 
murkan 
May reign fecure——no longer horrid dreams 


Shall hover round my couch—the proftrate world 
Henceforth fhall learn to own my fov’zeign fway: 


Enter MirvAan. 


| TIMURKAN. 
Well, Mirvan, haft thou brought the with’d-for 
pledge ; 
MIRVAN. 
My liege, I fear “twill ftrike ain foul with horror? . 
“TIMUREAN, 
By heav’n the fight will glad my longing eyes, 
Oh! .give it to me.— 


Enter Zapuimrt (a fabre in bis hand) and 
plants himfelf before the tyrant. 


TIMURKAN. 
Ha! then all ts loft. 


ZAPHIMRII,, 
Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphimri. 
TIMURKAN. 
Accurfed treafon !—to behold thee thus 
Alive before me, blafts my aching eye-balls : 
My blood forgets to move — each pow’r dies in 
MC—sten 


4. ZAPHIMRYI, 
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2 ZAPHIMRI. 
Well may’ft thou tremble, well may guilt like thine 
Shrink back appall’d ;—for now avenging heay’n 
In me fends forth its minifter of wrath, 
‘To deal deftruction on thee. —— 
; TIMURKAN, 
Treach’rous flave ! 
Tis falfe !—with coward-art, a bafe affaffin, 
A midnight rufian on my peaceful hour 
Secure thou com’ft, thus to affault a warrior; 
Thy heart could never dare to meet in arms. 
ZAPHIMRI. ‘ 
Not meet thee, Tartar !—Ha!—in me thou {ee’ft 
One on whofe head unnumber’d wrongs thou’ft 
heap’d 
Elfe could I fcorn thee, thus defencelefs.—Yes, 
By all my great revenge, could bid thee try each 
fhape, . 
Affume each horrid form; come forth array’d 
In all the terrors of deftructive guilt ; —- 
But now a dear, a murder’d father calls ; 
He lifts my arm to rivet thee to earth, 
Th’ avenget of mankind. 
7 MIRVAN. 
Fall on, my prince. 
TIMURKAN. 
By heav’n, Tl dare thee ftill, refign it, flave, 
Refion thy blade to nobler hands. 
‘Snatches Mirvan’s fabre, 
MIRVAN. 


O! horror! 
What ho! bring help.—Let not the fate of China 
Hang on the ifftle of a doubtful combat. 
TIMURKAN. 
Come on, prefumptuous boy. ; 
G ZAPHIMRI, 
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LAPHIMARE 
Inhuman regiecide ! 
Now, lawlels ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his vengeance on thee. [ Exeunt fighting. 
MIRVAN, /olus. 
Oh! nerve his arm, ye pow’rs, and guide each 
blow! 
To him, enter HAMET. 
MIRVAN. 
See there !—behold—he darts upon his prey. —— 
ZAPHIM RI, within. 
Die, bloodhound, die 
TIMURKAN, within. 
May curfes blaft my arm 
That fail’d fo foon! —— 
HAMET. 
The Tartar drops his point. 
Zaphismnel now 
FIMURKAN, within. 
—Have mercy! ——mercy !—oh ! 
ZAPHIMRY, within. 
Mercy was never thine—This, fell deftroyer, 
‘This, for a nation’s groans,—— 
MIRV AN, 


ey ue moniter dies ; 
He quivers on the ground——Then let me fly 
To Zamu and Mandane with the tidings, 

And call them back to hberty and joy. 


[| Exit Mirvan, 
Hamer remains; to hin ZAPHIMRI. 


2) Py Pei VL Ro 
Now, Hamet, now oppreffion is no more: 
This finoking blade hath drunk the tyrant’s blood. 


za HAMET, 
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HAMET. 
China again is free ;—there lies the corfe 
‘That breath’d deftruction to the world, 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Yes, there, 
Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end, 
The wages of thy fins. —— 


é Enter MoRAT. 
MORAT. 

_ Where is the king ? 
~ Revenge now ftalks abroad.—Our lee leaders, 
True to the deftin’d hour, at once broke forth 
From ev’ry quarter on th’ aftonith’d foe ; 
Oétar is fall’n ;—all cover’d o’er with wounds 

© He met his fate; and ftill the aught’ring fword 
Invades the city, funk in fleep and wine. 

ZAPHIMRI. 
Lo! Timurkan lies levell’d with the dut! 
Send forth, and let Orafminge ftrait proclaim 
Zaphimri king ;—my fubjeéts rights reftor’d. 
[ £x7it Morat. 

* Now, where is Zamti? where Mandane ?—ha ! ~~ 
~What means that look of wan defpair ? 


Enter MiIRVAN. 


Oh! dire mifchance ! 

While here I trembled for the great event, 

‘The unrelenting flaves, whofe trade i is death, 

Began their work.—+ Nor piety, nor age, 

Could touch’ their felon-hearts they ce on 
, amt” 

And bound him on the wheel —— all frantic at the 
ficht, 

Mandane | plune’d a poniard i in her heart, 


And at her hufband’s. feet expir’d,—--—— 
Gre HAMET. 
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HAMET. 
Oh! heav’ns ! 
My mother !—— 
ZAPHIMRE 
Fatal rafhnefs! Mirvan, fay, 
fs Zamti too deftroy’d? 
MIRVAN. 
Smiling in pangs, 
We found the good, the venerable man : y 
Releas’d from anguifh, with what ftrength remain’d, 
He reach’d the couch, where loft Mandane lay ; 
There threw his mangled limbs ; —— there, cling- — 
ing to the body, 
Prints thoufand kiffes on her clay-cold lips, 
And pours his fad lamentings, in a ftrain 
Might call each pitying angel from the fky, 7 
Fo fympathize with human woe. 


The great folding doors open in the back feene. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
And fee, 
See on that mournful bier he clafps her ftill; 
Still hanes upon each faded feature; itil 
To her deaf ear complains in bitter anguith. 
Heart-piercing fight! 
HAMET. 
Oh! agonizing fcene ! 
Lhe corpfe 1s brought forward, Zamti lying on 
the couch, and clafping the dead body, 
4 Adi I 
Ah! ftay, Mandane, ftay,——yet once again 
Let me behold the day-light of thy eyes—— 
Gone, gone, for ever, ever gone——thofe orbs 
That ever gently beam’d, muft dawn no more. 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Are thefe our triumphs ?—thefe our promis’d joys ? 
op es , £AMPIS 
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ZAMTTI. 
The mufic of that voice recalls my foul. 

[Azfes from the body, and runs Re to €l~ 
brace Zaphimri; his ftreagth fails bim, 
and be falls at his feet. 

My prince! my king! 

Zz A PHIMRI. 
Soft, raife him from the ground. 

ZAM TT: 

Zaphimri!—Hamet too !—oh! blefs’d event ! 
T could not hope fuch tidings—thee, my prince, 
Thee too, my fon—I thought ye both cettroy’d.. 
My flow remains of life cannot endure 
Thefe {trong viciffitudes of grief and joy. 
And there—oh! heav’n!—fee there, there lies 


Mandane ! 
. HAMET. 
4iow fares it now, my father? 
2 AMT I, 


Lead me to her—— 
Is that the ever dear, the faithful woman ? 
Is that my wife ?——and is it thus at length, 
Thus doT fee thee then, Mandane >—— cold, 
Alas! death-cold—— 
Cold is that breaft, where virtue from above 
Made its delighted fojourn, and thofe lips 
That utter’d heav’nly truth,—pale! pale !—dead, 

dead ! Sinks on the body. 
Pray a entomb me with her P—— 

Z APHIMRI. 

Then take, ye pow’rs, then take your conquetts back ; 
Zaphimri never can furvive—— 


ZAMTYI, ratfing himfelf. 
I charge thee live ;--— 


A bate defertion of the public weal 
San ne’er become a king——alas! my fon, 
y that dear tender name if once again 
P G3 Zamti 
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Zamti may call thee)—tears will have their way-— 

Forgive this flood of tendernefs——my heart 

Melts even now——thou noble youth—this 1s 

The only interview we e’er fhall have. —— 
ZAPHIMRI. 

And will ye then, inexorable pow’rs; 
Will ye then tear him from my aching heart ?>—-—~ 
ZAM TI, 

The mora] duties of the private man 

Are grafted in thy foul——oh ! ftill remember 
The mean immutable of happinefs, 

Or in the vale of life, or on a throne, 

Is virtue——each bad a¢tion of aking 

Extends beyond his life, and acts again 

Its tyranny o’er ages yet unborn. 

To error mild, fevere to guilt, protect 

The helplefs innocent; and learn to feel 

The beft delight of fervine human kind. 

Be thefe, my prince, thy arts; be thefe thy cares. 
And live the father of a willing people. 

HAMET, 

Oh! cruel !——fee—ah ! fee !—he dies -—— his lips 
‘Tremble in agony—his eye- balls glare—— 

A death-like palenefs fpreads o’er all his face. 

. Z ACPI TAR TE 

Is there no help to fave fo dear a life ? 

sates ZAMTI. 

It is too late——I die——alas! I die—— 

Life harrafs’d out, purfu’d with barb’rous art 
Thro’ ev’ry trembling joint,—now fails at once— 
Zaphimri——oh ! farewell !——I fhall not fee 
The glories of thy reign——Hamet !—my fon— 
Thou good young man, farewell—Mandane, yes, 
My foul with pleafure takes her flight, that thus — 
Faithful in death, I leave thefe cold remains 

Near thy dear honour’d clay —— Diese. 

ZAPHIMRI. 
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ZAPHIMRI. 
And art thou cone, 
Thou beft of men ?—then muft Zaphimri pine 
In ever-during grief, fince thou art loft; 
Since that firm patriot, whofe parental care 
Should raife, fhould guide, fhould animate my virtues, 
Lies there a breathlefs corfe.—— 

HAMET, 
My lieve, forbear,—— 
Live for your people; madnefs and defpair 
Belong to woes like mine-—— 
ZAPHIMRI. 

Thy woes, indeed, 
Are deep, thou pious youth—yes, I will live, 
To foften thy afflictions, to affuage 
A nation’s grief, when fuch a pair expires. 
Come to my heart :——1in thee another Zamti 
Shall blefs the realm—-—now let me hence to hail 
My people with the found of peace ; that done, 
To thefe a grateful monument fhall rife; 


BG all fepulchral honour——frequent there 
ell offer incenfe ;—-—there each weeping mufe 
ed grave the tributary verfe ;——with tears 


Yiehal m their memories; and: teach mankind, 
Howe’er Oppreftion HAR the groaning earth ; 
Yet heav’n, in its own hour, can brine relief ; 
Can blaft the tyrant in his guilty pride, 

And prove the Orphan’s guardian.to the laft. 


Tides take o> de aay 


TO 
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wee R 

Letter to you from an Englifh author will carry 
with it the appearance of correfponding with 
the enemy, not only as the two nations are 
at prefent involved in a difficult and important war, 
but alfo becaufe in many of your late writings you feem 
determined to live in a ftate of hoftility with the Bri- 
tifh nation. Whenever we come in your way, ** we 
** are ferocious, we are iflanders, we are the people 
** whom your country has taught, we fall behind other 
** nations in point of tafte and elegance of compofition ; 
£¢ the fame caufe that has witheld from us a genius for 
‘* painting and mufic, has alfo deprived us of the true 
“6 fpirit of Tragedy 5 and, in fhort, barbayifm ftill 

€* prevails among us.’ 

But, Deep ndite this vein of prejudice, . which 
has difcoloured almoft all your fugitive pieces, there ftill 
breathes throughout your writings {uch a general fpirit 
of Humanity and zeal for the honour of the Republic 
of Letters, that I am inclined to imagine the author of 
the Englifh Orphan of China (an obfcure iflander) 
may {till addrefs you upon terms of amity and literary 
benevolence. 

As Ihave attempted a Tragedy upon a fubjeét that has 
exercifed your excellent talents, and thus have dared to 
try my ftrength in the Bow of Unysszs, I hold myfelf 
in fome fort accountable to M. De Voutraire for the 
departure I havemade from his plan, and the fubftity- 
tion of a new fable of my own. 

My firft propenfity to this ftory was occafioned by the 
remarks of an admirable critic ¥ of our own, upon the 
Orpuan or THE House oF Cuau, preferved to us by 
the induftrious and fenfible P, Du Haxpg, which, as 


? Mr. Hurd, in his Commentary upon Horace. 
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our learned commentator obferves, amidft great wild- 
nefsand irregularity, has ftillfome traces of refemblance 
to the beautiful models of antiquity. In my reflections 
upon this piece, I imagined I faw a blemifh in the man- 
ner of faving the Orphan, by the tame refignation of an- 
other infant in his place; efpecially when the fubjeét af- 
forded fo fair an opportunity to delineate the ftrugelings 
of a parent, on fo trying an occafion. It therefore oc- 
curred to me, if a fable could be framed, in which the 
Father and the two Young Men might be interwoven 
with probability and perfpicuity, and not embarrafled 
with all the perplexities of a riddle, as, you know, is 
the cafe of the Heracuius of CorNnEILLE, that then 
many fituations might arife, in which fome of theneareft 
affections of the heart might be awakened: but even 
then I was too confcious that this muft be executed in 
its full force, by a genius very different from myfelf. 

In this ftate of mind, fir, I heard with pleafure that M. 
De VotTarre had produced at Paris his L’ORPHELIN 
pE LA Cuine: [ardently longed for a perufal of the 
piece, expecting that fucha writer would certainly feize 
all the ftriking incidents which might naturally grow 
out of fo pregnant a ftory, and that he would leave no 
fource of paffion unopened. I was in fome fort, but not 
wholly difappointed: [faw M. De Votrayre rufhing 
into the midft of things at once ; opening his fubjet in 
an alarming manner; and, after the narrative relating 
to GENGISKAN is over, working up his firft act like 4 
poet indeed. 

Meum qui pectus imaniter angit 
Ut Magus. 

Tn the beginning of the fecond at, he again touches 
eur.afeions with a mafter-hand; but, likea rower who 
has put forth all his ftrength, and fuddenly flackens his 
exertion, I faw, or imagined I faw, him give way all 
_ at once; the great tumult of the paffions is over 5 the 
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intereft wears away; GENGISKAN talks politics ; the» 
tendernefs of a mother, flying with all the ftrong im- 
pulfes of nature to the relief of her child, is thrown in- 
to cold unimpaffioned narrative ; the role pour Pamoureux 
muft have its place, and the rough conqueror of a whole 
people muft inftantly become Le Chevalier GENGISKANg; 
as errant a lover as ever fighed inthe Thuilleries at Pa- 
ris.. Your own words, fir, ftrongly expreffive of that. 
manly and fenfible tafte, which diftinguifhcs you 
throughout Europe, occurred to me upon this occafion =~ 
** Quelle place pour Ja galanterie que Je parricide & 
“ Vincefte, qui defolent une famille, & la contagion qui 
‘* ravage un-pais ? Et quel exemple plus frapant du ridi- ; 
“¢ cule de notre theatre, & du pouvoir de Phabitudc, 
“© que Corneille d’un cété, »qui fait dire a Thefee, 
» © Quelque ravage affreux qu’étale ici la Pefte; 
<¢ L’abfence aux vrais amans eft encore plus funefte.; 
s* Et moi, qui, foixante ans apres lut, viens faire parler 
«& une vielle Jocafte d’un viel amour: & tout cela pour 
<* complaire au gout le plus fade & le plus faux qui ait 
<s jamais corrompu la literature.” Indeed, fir, Gan- 
GISKAN, inthe very moment of overwhelming a whole 
nation, ufurping a crown, and maflacring the royal fa- 
mily, except one infant, whom he is in queft of, appear- 
ed to me exactly like the amorous Cépipus in the 
midft of a deftru€tive plague. ** Nunc non erat his lo- 
“Scus. 7 How would that noble performance, that 
Chef d euvre of yourcountry, the ATHALIEof Racing, 
have been defaced by the gallantry of an intrigue, if a 
tyrant had been introduced to make love to the wife of 
the high- prieft? or if Joan, entertaining a fecfet af. 
fection for ATHALIE, and being afked what orders he 
would give relating ae the dclivery of his country, fhould: 
an{wer, *¢ aucune,” none at all. And yet this is the: 
language of a northern conqueror, whining for a Man-' 
darine’s wife, who has no power of refifting, and have 


To M, De VOLTAIRE, 


ing no relation to the royal family, could not, by an 

intermarriage, {trengthen his intereft inthe crown, But 

to you, who have told us that Love fhould reign a ve- 

ry tyrant in Tragedy, or not appear there at all, being 

unfit for the fecond place ; to you, who have faid that’ 
Nero fhould nothide himfelf behind a tapeftry to over- 

hear the converfation of his miftrefs and his rival ; to 

you, fir, what need I urge thefe remarks ?—To fill up 

the long career of a tragedy with this epifodic love mult’ 
certainly have been the motive that led you into this er- 

ror; an error! take the liberty to call it, becaufe I have 

obferved it to be the hackneyed and ineffectual ftrata- 

gem of many modern writers. Within the compafs of 

my reading, there is hardly a bad man in any play, but 

he is in love with fome very good woman : the fcenes 

that pafs between them, I have always remarked, are 

found dull and unawakening by the audience, even 

though adorned with all the graces of {uch compolition 

as yours, of which it is but juftice to fay, that it bef- 

tows embellifhments upon every fubject. 

For me, fir, who only draw in crayons, who have no 
refource to thofe lafting colours of imagination with 
which you fet off every thing ; a writer fuch as I am, 
fir, could not prefume to fupport that duplicity of paf- 
fion which runs.through your piece, I could not pre- 
tend, by the powers of ftyle, to fuborn an audience in 
favour of thofe fecondary paflages, from which their at- 
tention naturally revolts. A plainer and more fimple 
method lay before me. I was neceflitated to keep the 
main object as much as poffible before the eye ; and 
therefore it was that I took a furvey of my fubje¢t, in 
order to catch at every thing that feemed to me to re- 
fault with order and propriety from it. A fcantinefs of 
interefting bufinefs feemed to me a primary defect in the 
at FE of the French OrpHan oF Cuina, and 
that I imagined had its fouree in the early date of your 
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play. By beginning almoft ‘* gemino ab ovo,” by mak» 
ing the Orphanand the Mandarine’s fon children in their 
cradles, it appeared to me that you had ftripped yourfelf 


of two charaéters, which might be produced in an amiable 


light, fo as to engage the affections of their auditors, not 
only for themfelves, but confequentially for thofe alfo te 
whom they fhould ftand in any degree of relation. 
From this conduaét I propofed a further advantage, that 
of effacing the yery obvious »refemblance to the 
ANDROMACHE, which now ftrikes every body in your 
plan. This laft remark I do not urge againft acciden- 
tal and diftant coincidencies of fentiment, diftion, or 
- fable. Many of the Greek plays, we know, had a family- 
likenefs, fuch as an GE pipus, an ELectra, an Ipui- 
GENIA in Tauris, in Autis,a Mreropg, &c. But 
what is a beauty in Racine, feems in his great fucceflor 
to be a blemifh. Inthe former, nothing depends on 
the life of AsTyaNax but what was very natural, the 
happinefs of the mother: in the latter, the fate of a 
kingdom is grafted upon the fortunes of an infant; and 
I afk your own feelings, (for no body knows the human 
heart better) Whether an audience is likely to take any 
confiderable intereft in the deftiny of a babe, who, when 
your Zamti has faved him, cannot produce any change, 

any revolution in the affairs of China? No, fir; the 
conquered remain in the fame abject flate of yatietiee, 
and the prefervation of the infant king becomes therefore 
almoft uninterefting, certainly unimportant: whereas 
when the Oxphan is grown up to maturity, when he is a 
moral agent in the piece, when a plan is laid for reveng- 
ing Hinnfelé on the deftroyers of his family, it then be- 
comes a more prefling motive in the Mandarine’s mind ; 

nay, it is almoft his duty, in fuch a cafe, to fibrifice 
even his own offspring for the good of his country. In 
your ftory, fir, give me leave to fay, I do not fee what 
end can be arivered by ZaMTI’s loyalty : ° his profpece 
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as at leaft'fo diftant, that it becomes almoft chimerical. 
And therefore, as hiftory warrants an expulfion of the 
‘Tartars ; as it was not upon the firft inroad, but in pro- 
¢eefs of time and experience, that they learned to incor- 
porate themfelves with the conquered, by adopting their 
laws and cuftoms, I had recourfe to my own preconceiv- 
ed notions. Whether I was partially attached to them, 
or whether my reafonings upon your fable were juft, 
you, fir, and the public, will determine, 

You will perceive, fir, in the Englifh Orphan fome 
occafional infertions of fentiment from your elegant per- 
formance. To ufe the expreffion of the late Mr. Drypen, 
when he talks of BEn JoHNson’s imitation of the an- 
cients, you will often track mein your fnow, For this I fhall 
make no apology, either to the public or to you : none 
to the public, becaufe they have applauded fome ftrokes 
for which I am indebted to you; and none certainly to 
you, becaufe you-are well aware I have in this inftance 
followed the example of many admired writers; Bor- 
LEAU, CoRNEILLE, and Racing, in France; and in 
England, Mittron, Mr. Appison, and Mr, Pops. 
It was finely faid by you, (I have-read the ftory, and 
take it upon truft) when it was objected to the celebra- 
ted abbé MerasrAsio, as areproach, that he had fre- 
quent transfufions of thought from your writings, ‘* Ah! 
le cher voleur! il m’a bien embelli.” This talent of em- 
bellifhing I do not pretend to; to avail mylelf of my 
reading, and to improve my own produCiions, is all f 
can pretend to; and that I fatter myfelf I have done 
not only by tranfplanting from you, but alfo from many 
of the writers of antiquity. If the authorities I have 
abovementioned were not fufficient, I could add another 
very bright example, the example of M. De VotTaire, 
whom I have often tracked, to ufe the fame expreffion 
again, in the now of Shakefpear. The {now of SHAKE- 
SPEAR is but a cold expreflion; but perhaps it will be 
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more agreeable to you, than a word of greater energy 

that fhould convey a full idea of the ator iine powers 
of that great man; for we iflanders have remarked of 
late, that M. De VoLTAIRE has a particular fatisfaction 
in defcanting on the faults of the mott wonderful genius 
that ever exifted fince the era of Homer, and that too, 
even then, when he is under obligations to him; info= 
much that a very ingenious gentleman of my acquaint- 
ance tells me, that whenever you treat the Engtifh bard 
as a drunken favage in your avant propos, he always 
deems it a fure ptognoftic that your play is the better 
for him. : 

If the great fcenes of SHAKESPEAR, fir; if his 
boundlefs view of all nature, the lawn, the wildernefs, 
the blafted heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, with 
thunder and lightning on their brows; if thefe cannot 
ftrike the imagination of Ml. De VoLTaiRe, how can 
T expect that the ftudied regularity of my little fhrab- 
bery fhould afford him any kind of pleafure? To drop 
the metaphor, if the follcwing tragedy does not appear 
to youa MonsTROUS Farce, itis all I can reafonably 
expect. But whatever may be your opinion of it, | muft 
heg that you will not make it the criterion by which 
you would decide concerning the tafte of the Englith 
nation, or the prefent ftate of literature among us. What 
you have humbly faid of yourfelf, in order to do honour 
to your nation, I can aflert with truth of the author of 
the Englith Orpian, that he is one of the worft poets 

new in this country. It is true, indeed, that the play 
has been received with uncommon applaufe; that fo ele- 
gant a writer as the author of Crrusa and Tue Ro- 
MAN FaTHER was my critic and my friend; and that 
a great deal of very particular honour has been done me 
by many perfons of the firit diftin&tion. But, give me 

leave to fay, they all know the faults of the piece as well 
as if it had -been-difeufled by the academy of Belles Let- 
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tres. ——-We area generous nation, fir; and even the 
fainteft approaches to merit, always meet here the warm- 
eft encouragement. One thing further I will affure 
you, in cafe you fhould difcover any traces of barbarifm 
in the ftyle or fable, That if you had been prefent at the 
reprefentation, you would have {een a theatrical {plendor 
conducted with a brenfeance unknown to the fcene Fran- 
coife; the performers of ZapHimri and Hamer, by 
their interefting manner, would have made you reoret 
that you had not enrithed your piece with two charac- 
ters, to which a colourift, like you, would have given 
the moft beautiful touches of the pencil, had the idea 
ftruck your fancy; and, though a weak {tate of health 
deprived the play of fo fine an actrefs as Mrs, Creerr, 
you would have beheld in Manpawnea figure that would 
be an ornament to any ftage‘in Europe, and you would 
‘have acknowledged that her Ating promifes to equal the 
elegance of, her perfon: moreover, you would have 
feen a ZAMTI, whofe exquifite powers are Bigs of 
adding Pathos and Harmony even to our great SHaKrt 
SPEAR, and have already been the chief fupport of fomes 
of your own fcenes upon the Englifh ftage. 

Upon the whole, fir, I beg you will not imagine that 
T have written this Tragedy in the fond hope of eclipfing 
fo celebrated a writer as M. De Voir AIRE: I had an 
humbler motive, prepter amorem quod te imitari ave, 
Could I do that in any diftant degree, it would very am- 
ply gratify the ambition of, I 

Sir, your real admirer, 
and moft humble fervant, 


London, April 30, 1759- 
The AUTHOR of 
The Orpuan of Cuina, 
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we fam for comic Authors is our Age, 

“”" He’s bold, that brings a Piece upon the Stage. 
Lord! what Profufion of true attic Wit, 

Is now requir'd to pleafe the critic Pit ; 

If Poets fwerve but from a fingle Rule, 

They damn the Piece, and cry the Man’s a Fool : 
That Court with Rigour judges ev'ry Bard, 
And then to pleafe the Bowes is as hard. 

The Cit, who for his Place two Shillings Pays, 
Is fill as ready full to blaft our Bays ; 

But foould we pleafe the Reft, alas! tis odds—m 
We never foall find Favour with the Gods ; 
Their Thunders oft are darted from on high, 
And fometimes threaten the poor Player’s Eye : 
We find it, be our Play or good or bad, 

Hard to Pit, Box, and Gallery, egad. 

With fuch Succe/s fome favourite Bards have writ, 
They fearce have left the Reft one Grain of Wit 
°Tis almoft grown impoffible to glean 

And gather Matter for afingle Scene. 

To thefe great Genius’s our Author bows, 
Refpetis the Laurels that adorn their Brows ; 
But hopes your Favour, fince ’tis all bis Aim 
To imitate, not rival them, ix Fame. 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


MEN. 
Sir WititaM Farnuove. 
Sir ArntHUR Harpy. 
SHIFTWELL, Valet to Sir WILLIAM. 
SPEED, Valet to Sir ARTHUR. 
WOMEN. . 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Lady Manners. 
Punts. 
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SCENE TI, Phillis, Six William, and Speed. 


Pelion tar. tz 
MSE RORD, Sir William, your Indifference 


L S furprizes me; if yor don’t take creat 
: Care you will certainly lofe my Miftretfs. 
TER | meets miftaken, it Pm arate you'll 
find it too true. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Jam as muchyafraid as you, Phillis; but how 
is it poffible for me to prevent the Misfortune 
which threatens me? 

SP EE D, 
So the bad News is confirm’d, Mrs. Phillis. 


PHILLIS. 

Confirm’d! ay, I can anfwer, for ghat:- Sir 
Arthur never ftirs from her a Moment; he di- 
verts her, he flacters her, he fpeaks to her in 
whifpers, fhe {miles ; and he may win her Heart 
at lait if he has not won it already. This, Sir 
William, gives me great Uneafinefs, as I have a 

B particular, 


ys 
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particulag Eiteem for you. Befides, Sir William, 

you know ’tis to be a Match between Speed and 

I, and if you fhould not marry my Miftrefs we'll 

be in a terrible Quandary. 3 
SPEE D. 

Mrs. Phillis, there you’re right, ’twould be a 
ereat Concern to me if my Mafter and I thould 
be forced to keep different Houfes ; he is fo 
worthy a Gentleman that Pm wneafy whenever 
I’m obliged to quit him, if ’tis but to go a Street’s 
length. 

rere wn to, 

But what puts me quite to a Nonplus is, that. 

I tee my Lady fhuns me. > 
Soph E D- 

A very bad Sign indeed, Mrs. Phillis ; and what 

does that impudent Rogue Shifrwell fay ? 
Pi, Lyk aS. 

He makes love to me, I affure you, but I take 
Care to keep the Fellow at a Diftance. — 

Sr WILLIAM. ‘ 

I am in the utmoft Defpair; I fhall die, I can 
never furvive it. 

S PEE ’D: 

Lord, Sir, don’t talk of dying, that would fpoil 
all, let’s rather think of fome Stratagem. 

Ps Go ES. 

I fee my Lady coming, fhe’s alone, leave mea 
Moment, Sir William, Iam refolv’d to found 
her, and when I know her real Sentiments PU 
give a faithful Account of them. 

Sr WILLIAM, 
Phillis, 1 depend upon your Addrefs and Fi- 
delity. * 
§ ER. EVE. D. 
Mrs. Phillis, be fure to give that Rogue Shift- 
weil his own. : 
PHIL- 


% 
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PTH LL'L 1S. [Exit Speed. 
Oh leave that tome. 


SCEN EJIL ceca Lapy CHANGELOVE. 


Lady CHANGELOVE. 
I was looking for you, Phillis ; who were you 
{peaking to? I thought I faw fomebody go 


out. 
PH 4-fs 1S; 


*T was Sir William, Madam, he has juft left me. 
Lady CHANGELO V-E, 

He’s the very ManI was going to enquire a= 

bout ; what does he fay, Phillis ? 
Pee T'S. 

Why, Madam, he fays he has no Reafon to 
be fatisfied with your Ladyfhip’s Treatment of 
him, and I believe he’s in the right, Madam, 
what does your Ladyfhip think ? 

Ialy CHANGELOVE, 

So he ftill loves me. 

Pla Apiamiael S: : 

Love you, Madam, your Ladyfhip knows he 
was never inconftant; don’t you love him, Ma- 
Gam ? 

Lady CHANGELOVE, 

Lord how you talk, Phillis ; do you think I 
ever loved him in feber Sadnefs? I efteem’d him 
with a Preference, and to efteem a Man with a 
Preference is not loving him ; it may perhaps lead 
to Love, but it is by no means Love, downright 
Love, Phillis. 

Pee L DL 1S. 

And yet I have heard your Ladyfhip fay, that 
he was the fineft Gentleman in the World. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

That may be. 

fe arm P Hel L- 
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PP Hal ge we: 
I have feen you impatient for his coming. 
Lady. C THEAIN|G E L°O-V_E. 
That’s becaufe I am m naturally of an impatient 


Temper. 
PHILLIS. 


Ihave known you. exprefs great Uneafinefs at 
his not coming. 

Lay CHANGELOVE, 

All that’s very true, I told you already, and J. 
tell you again that I diftinguifh’d him, but J had 
no Sort of Engagement with him, and as I know 
he talks with you fometimes, and that you think 
I love him, I came to defire you to éxert your 
Addrefs, in Order to make him quit me, without 
giving himfelf any unneceffary Trouble, 


PHIL bs, 

And your Ladythip does all this'in Favour of 
Sir Arthur, who has no Merit but a little Levity, 
and fome unmeaning Sallies that divert you. 
Lord, how inconftant your Ladyfhip is! how can 
you be falfe! all the World will reproach you with 
it, 

lady CH ANGELOVE. 

Well, let the World call me falfe if it will, Iam 
very eafy about that. Let People upbraid me as 
much as they pleafe with Inconftancy and Falfe- 
hood, fuch Words are only Scarecrows to 
terrify weak Minds, and have obtain’d in the’ 
World only becaufe People never took the Trouble 
to enquire into their Meaning. 

PL LaLa 8. 

Lord, Madam, what Doétrine is this? way this 
is profeffing a perfect Libertine : O Lord, is it no- 
thing to breakan Engagement, to be fale and in- 
conftant ? p 


Lady 
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Lay CHANGELOWVE, 

Lord, Pbillis, what an Idiot you are! I tell you 
that in Love-Affairs, the Heart that makes a 
‘thoufand deceitful Vows does its Duty ; and when 
it breaks a thoufand Vows, it does its Duty 
again. It is aétuated by a natural Inftinét, and 
could not poffibly have other Sentiments. What 
a ftrange Lecture have you made? Inconftancy is 
fo far from being a Crime, that when a Woman 
finds herfelf difpos’d to change, fhe fhould do it 
without hefitating a Moment, for otherwife fhe 
would be obliged to impofe upon her Lover by a 
counterfeit Paffion, 

WRLHGL ETL s, 
_ Your Ladythip reafons fo well upon the Subje@, 
that I really begin to think you are in the right; 
‘I almoft think Inconftancy may be a Duty. 
lady CHANGE'LOV E, ; 

Almoft think! you fhould be convinc’d of it, 
Phillis. Nothing is more certain than that Incon- 
ftancy is as effential to Love-Afiairs as to every 
Thing elfe, without it we fhould never enjoy the 
Pleafures of Novelty. . 

Po Del Ne teS, 

I am fo well fatisfied with your Ladyfhip’s Rea- 
fonings, that I begin to deliberate whether I fhall 
not be oblig’d to be guilty of a Breach of Faith 
_myfelf. 

3 Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Sir William is a ftrange fort of a Man to think, 
that becaufe he loves me I muft look at Nobody 
but himfelf: Muit Nobody elfe be allow’dto ice 
that lam beautiful and young? Mutt I be a 
Centenarian in the Eyes of every Man befides ? 
Muft I bury all my Charms and confine mytelf to 
a fad Sterility of Pleafure? 


Piille 
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s PHILLIS. 
No doubt, Madam, this is what he aims at. 
Lay CHANGELOYVE. 

Thus thefe Gentlemen would have us live ; if 
wwe were to be ruled by them we fhould perfuade 
ourfelves that there is but one Man in the Uni- 
verfe; ali.the reft fhould be dead to us, and we 
fhould be dead to them; and though our natural 
Vanity does not find its Account in ihis, they ne- 
ver trouble their Heads about’ that. They think 
it fufficient for our Pride to have a fingle Captif, 
we fhould take up with one and have Patience. 
What an Abufe isthis. Go, go, Phillis, no more 
, of your Scruples, talk to Sir William, and let him 
know my Sentiments; when the Men have a Mind 
to forfake us, they doit without Ceremony. Does 
not every Day give us glaring Proofs of their 
Conftancy ? Should they be more priviledg’d in 
this Refpeét than we? You jeft when you talk fo 
muchof Sir dribur, he loves me but J don’t like 
him; I fhall do no Sort of Violence to my Incli- 
nations. | . 

PHILLIS. 

Very well, Madam, now that I have receiv’d 
your Ladyfhip’s Inftructions, Dll leave forfaken 
Lovers to lament their Misfortunes alone, I am 
perfectly cured of my Compaffion for them. 

lady CHANGELOVE. 

Tis not but that I efteem Sir William, but what 
we efteem often grows tirefome. Flere he comes, 
Pil avoid the Complaints that I know he is prepa- 
ring tor me; avail yourfelf of this Opportunity 
to deliver me from his troublefome Addrefies. 


SCN 
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SCEN E IL. 
Sir Witttam, Lady Cuanctiove} Pui xis, 
and SPEED. 
[Sir William fropping Lady Changelove. 
What, Madam, do you fly me? 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Oh! Sir William, is it you? I did not avoid 
you, I was juft going. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
I intreat you, Madam, to give me one Mo- 
ment’s Audience. 
Lay CHANGELOVE. 
It muit then be but an Inftant, for I expect 
Company. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
If any comes, you will be inform’d, in the 
mean Time give me Leave to talk of my Paffion. 
Lay CHANGELOVE, 


Is thatall? Lord, Sir Wiliam, I have your Paffion 

by rote; pray what would your Paffion be at? 
Sir WILLIAM. 

Alas! Madam, from the Mannerinwhich you hear 
me, I fee very plainly that my coming is ite Na 
able to you. 

Lay CHANGELOVE. 

I deal plainly, your Prelude is not very pro- 
mifing. 

Sr WILLIAM. 

How unhappy amI! I have loft your Heart, 
you reduce me to Defpair. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Sir William, When will you lay afide that 
whining Tone, and that difmal Air? 

Sr WILLIAM. 

Mutt I ftill love you, notwithftanding the cruel 

Aniwers which you make me? 
: 5 Lady 
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Lady CHANGELOVE. 
With what an Air you pronounce that? Sir 
William, you would have made ‘an ,admirable 
Hero of a Romance. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
What Ingratitude is this! 
Lady CHANGELOVE: 
You'll find this Stile will hardly reclaim me. _ 
[Speed fighs. 
Your Melancholy, Sir William, is fo contagi- 
ous that it has infected even your Footman. I 
hear him groan. 
SPL vE 4D. 
Indeed your Lady I can’t but condole with my 
Matter’s Mistortune. 


Sy WilL L LA™M. 

Nothing but the Greatneis of my Refpect could 
prevent me from exprefling the utmoft Indigna- 
tion. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 

And what may be the Occafion of this Anger, 
Sir William? Pray what do.you complain of ? 
is it-of your Paflion for me?-I am not account- 
able for this, *tis not a Crime to appear amiable 
to you; oris it of the Pafitn which you would 
have me infpired with, and which I do not feel ? 
Iam not blameable in this either; if Love did 
not.come of ‘itfelf you might with it fhould, but 
to come and reproach me for not loving you, is 
by no Means reafonable. The Sentiments of your 
Heart fhould not prefcribe a Law to mine. Con- 
fider the Thing well; you look upon a Return 
of Love 2s a Debt, but ’tis by no Means fuch. 
You may figh, Sir William, as much as you pleafe. 
I.have no Right to hinder you, but don’t infift. 
- upon my fighing in my Turn. Confider that 
your Sighs don’t oblige me to accompany them - 

with 
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with mine, nor even to take Pleafure inthem. I 
formerly coyld endure them, but I muft tell you 
that they are beginning to grow tirefome, fo re- 
gulate your Conduct accordingly. Sir William, 
your Servant. 

Sir -W I.L . IAM. 


One Word more, Madam. You have then 
ceas’d to love me. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Ha, ha, ha, That's pleafant. I really don’t 
remember that I ever did love you. 
Sr _ W.ILLIAM. 
Indeed then I promife you that I will forget 
that you ever did, 
_ Lady CoH) A NG EL. 0,V_E, 
If you do you will forget but a Dream. 


SOE bal. 
Sir Wittiam,. Speep, aud Pritxis. 
Sit) W?1.L6L1 A Me 
Perfidious Woman!. Stay, Pdiliis. 
S PEE D. 


The Lady’s Example, I muft own, is very 
edifying. 
Sir WILLIAM. 


Phillis, you have {poke of me to your Miftrefs ; 
1 know her Sentiments but too well; but no 
Matter, what did fhe fay to you in private 
; PHIL L ES. 

I have not Time to inform yeu, Sir, my Lady 
cares Company, and perhaps fhe may want me. 

SPE & D. 
Mind her Anfwer, Sir. 
Sir WILLEAM. 
What; Phillis, do you abandon me too? 


6; SP BaD: 
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S PE ED: 
“What, Mrs. Pdillis, are you a Jilt too? 
Sir WILLIAM. 
Speak, what Reafon does fhe give? 
S20 PE Lars. 

Oh, very ftrong ones, Sir, I muft own; Fi- 
delity, it feems, is no Virtue, and ’tis better to 
be without it. Beauty, at this Rate, is of no 
Worth; a Woman muft have Eyes but for one 
Man, and all others muft be dead to her. This 
is burying one’s felf alive,—this is burying one’s 
felf alive. Vanity does not find its Account in 
it; one might as well be a Centinarian. *Tis not 
but her Ladyfhip efteems you; but what one 
efteems fometimes grows tirefome. 

Sire Wo Pa aAle Ar Ms. 

What ftranee Difcourfe this is! 

| SPEED. 
‘Thefe Words bode us no Good. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Explain yourfelf, Phillis... 

P EE RESTS. : 

What, don’t you underftand me ? why then, Sir 
Wiliam, my Lady efteems you with a Preference. 

Sir WILLIAM. | 

Do you mean that I am belov’d? 

PEST gees to 

By no Means; that may conduc to Love, but 
it is not Love. 

: sir WILL. AM. 

I can make nothing of all this: Does your 
Lady love Sir Arthur ? 

, ae SEAS 2 ai 

He is a very agreeable Man. 

Sa Sir 


| 
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Sir! W Piel AM. 
- And what does your Lady fay of me? 
* PLHP Et En S: 
That you are a very agreeable Man too: Do 
you underftand me now? 
. Sr WILLIAM. 


J am diftraé¢ted. 
S$ P-E-E D. 


And pray, Mrs. Phillis, how do I ftand in your 
Favours? 
Po a ES. 


I efteem you with a Preference, | 
ay ie Cane ae 

What mutt you give yourfelf thefe airs teo, 
Mrs. Phillis ? 


S*Ch ESN) Bev: 
Sir Witttam, Spreep, and Lady Manners. 
S PEE. Ee D: 


We have got both of us odd Sort of Mittreffes ; 
is not it fo, Matter ; r 
Sir “WiIiL L.1I.A M, 
I am almoft in Defpair. 
S* PEE D: 

I believe I thall hang myfelf. 

. [ Lady Manners entering. 
You feem to be under great Concern, Sir Wii- 
liam. 

Sir WIL: I A M, 

Alas! Madam, ! am betray’d, abandon’d, ef- 
teem’d with a Preference. 

Lady MANNERS. 

I fuppofe, Sir. Wilham, that you have, Lady 
Changelove in se 

So Sigs. WEE Lily LA WL 
Your Ladythip : in the right. 
i C2 ady 
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Lady MANNERS. 

I fhould be glad to have a-little private Conver- 
fation with you, Sir William. 

Sir WILLIAM, 

With all my Heart, I even wanted to talk with: 
you upon what. has juft happen’d. 

Lady MANNERS. 
rder your Servant to wait at a Diftance, that 
he may apprize us, if any one fhould come. 
Sir.WILLIAM. 

Speed, go and take Care. to give us Notice if 

sue fhould come this Way. 
S PEE Py. 

Lord help us! we are all at our ‘Wit’s End, for 
Sir_4rthur, Madam, it feems, is no-better. ‘hes 
Lady Changelove-jand- Mrs. Phillis, and fo our 
three Hearts are out of Place. 

Sr WILLIA M. 
Go, Sirrah, leave us. [Exit Speed. 


SC: E Nie 4a 
Sir Wiiitam and Lady Manners. 


Lady MANNERS. 
It feems, Sir William, we are both forfaken. 
‘Sr WILLIAM. 
Alas!. Madam, you fee we are, 
Lady MANNERS. | 
Can you think of no. Expedient upon this Oc-~ 


cafion ? 
Sr WILLIAM.’ 


No; I don’t fee that we have any Hopes, we 
are utterly abandon’d. How ill‘ we placed our 
Affeétions, Madam! why was not I your Lover? 

Lady MANNERS. ? 

Well, Sir William, you may be fo fill, 

Sir 
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Sir. WILLIAM. 

Alas! I with it was poffible. « 

Lady MANNERS. 

The Anfwer is not very ae He but T might 
expect it from you in your prefént Circumftan- 
ces. 

Sr WILLIAM. ’ 

Ah! Madam, I afk your Pardon; but I really 
don’t know what I’m faying, I’m Diftracted. 

- lady MANNERS. 

Don’t make any Apology, ’tis what I ex. 
pected. 

Sir WILLIAM. ; 

Madam, you deferve all my Affection, I eae t 
but fee it, and I have often regretted that T was 
not fufficiently fenfible to your Charms. 

Lady MANNERS. 

The longer you ftrive to pay me Compliments, 
the more you will mortify my Pride. 

Sr WILLIAM. 


And yet, Madam,I can have Recourfe to no- 
body but you; I muft love you to punifh the 
perfidious Lady Changelove. 

Lady MANNERS. 

No, Sir William, I knowa Method of Ravened 
in which we will both find our Accounts much 
more. I have a Mind to punifh Lady Change- 
Jove, but it fhall be in fuch a Manner as to re- 
ftore you her Affections. ~ 

Sr WILLIAM, 

How, Madam; do'you think T have any Hopes. 

of recovering’ the Heart of Lady Changelove. 
Lady MANNERS, 


Tl anfwer for it you fhall recover her Affec- 
tions, and that fhe will Love you more than’ 
Sir 
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Sr WILLIAM.- 
Can I poffibly hope for fo great a Happinefs? 
‘ Lady MANNERS. 
Yes, yes, you may, and that without the Trou- 


ble of loving me. 
Sr WILLIAM. 


Well, [ll be directed by you. 
Lady MANNERS. 

Hold, I difpence with your having a Paffion 
for me, but ’tis upon Condition that you Coun- 
terfeit one. 

: Sir W LL. Lt AM. 
Oh! with all my Heart, I confent to all the 
Conditions ‘you fhall think proper to propofe. 
_ Lady MANNERS. 
Had fhe a fincere Affection for you ? 
Sir WILLIAM. 
So I thought. 
Lady MANNERS. 

Was fhe conviric’d that you had an equal Paf- 
fion for her? | 
Sr WILLIAM. 

I tell you I adore her, and fhe is fenfible of: 
it. 2ey 

Lady MANNERS. 
So much the better. 


Sr WILLIAM. ; 

But with Regard to Sir Arthur, who has quitted 
you for her, what fhall we do with him? fhall 
we leave him Time to win the Heart of Lady 
Changelove? 

Lady MANNERS. 

If Lady Changelove thinks fhe loves him fhe 
is miftaken, fhe only wanted to win him from 
me: if fhe thinks that the loves you no longer, 

1c 
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- fhe’ is out there ‘too; fhe neglects you thro’ meer 
coquettry. 

That may very probably be the’ Cat 

Lady. MANNERS. 

I am perfectly acquainted with my own Sex 
leave all to me. . But I fee fomebody coming, we 
fhan’t have Time to digeft our Scheme. ° But be 
fure to remember that you are to counterfeit 
Love to me, and that in fuch a Manner as to 
appear in earneft. Here comes your Rival, en- 
deavour to appear indifferent to him. I have 
not Time to fay more. 

Sr WILLIAM. | 

You may depend upon me, Ill play my Part 
to Perfection. [Exit Lady Manners, 


S.GE N-E#vil: 
Sir Artuur and Sir Wiitram. 


Sr Ar Rat oH UR: 
Sir William, your're the very Man I wanted, 


Sr WILLIAM. 
Pray Sir Hardy be.as expeditious ‘as poffible,, 
for Iam quite hurried about an Affair that ad- 
mits of no Delay. 
| Sir ARTHUR. 


I ‘fhan’t detain you a Moment, Sir William, 
you know I am your Friend; I come to entreat 
you to rid me of one. Scruple. 

Sina Wal eb, 1k M. 
_ A Scruple! 
‘Sir AREA R. . 

Yes, here is.the Point, ’tis faid you Love 
Lady ‘Ghangelove; now ’tis Doubt alone that 
caufes my Uneafinefs and the Cafe of Con- 

\s \ {cience ; 
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‘{cience ; I confult you upon Lies betweena Yes 
aaa INO... 
’ Sr WILLIAM. 

I underftand you, Sir Arthur, you'd fain. have 
me love her no longer. 

Sr ARTHUR, 

You fay right, Sir Wiliam, my Delicacy is 
. picqued, and your Indifference for the Lady 
would be highly acceptable; you muft know I 
love her myielf. 

Sr WILLIAM. 

And does fhe hear you favourably ? 

Sir, ACR 'T HE U-R. 
I don’t want Favour, fhe only does Juftice to 
my Merit. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
That’s as much as to fay fhe likes you. 
Sir ACR T H UR. 

Since I pay my Addrefles to her *tis unneceffary 
to enquire farther. Pray, Sir William, {pare my 
Modetty. | 

Sir WILLIAM. 

I fhan’t queftion your Modefty, as you give 
fuch eminent Proofs of it; fpeak without Re- 
ferve, does fhe love you? ey 

Sr AR THUR, 

I tell you fhe does, her Eyes have explain’d 
her Meaning, they follicit my Heart, they re- 
quire an Anfwer, and I wait only for your Con- 
fent. 

Sir WILLIAM. 

You have it if you will give me my Revenge. 

_. - Sr AR THUR. J 

And who is to be the Obje& of this Re- 
venge? | 

Sir” 
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Sir WILLIAM. 
“A Lady of your Acquaintance whofe Eyes fol- 
licit my Heart in like Manner. 
Sr ARTHUR 
What, the lovely Eyes of Lady Manners, 
~ follicit your Heart, I fuppofe. 
i Sir WILLIAM. 
~You fay right. 
Sr AR TH UR. 
And does the Connexion you imagine I have 
swith her, check the Progrefs of your Amours? 
Sir WILLIAM. 
Undoubtedly. Sie 
Sr ARTHUR. 

I give up my Pretenfions to you; you are 
at full Liberty to follicit her Heart in your Turn. 
Sir WILLIAM. 

You may depend upon it, Sir Arthur, Pil 
marry her. . 
Sir AKT H UR. 
Marry her! marry her! you have my free 
Confent. | 
Six WILLIAM. 


- And fo you’ll marry Lady Changelove. 
| Sr ARTHUR. 

My whole Hopes of Poiteriry depend upon’ 
her. 
; Sir WILLIAM. 

Then your’re to be married very fhortly. 

_ Sir ARTHUR. - , 

Perhaps To-morrow may be the laft Day of 
eur Celibacy. 

tr Sr WILLIAM. 
Farewel, I am very glad to hear it. 
Sir ARTHUR ; 
Give me your Hand; are we Friends? 


D 


Sir 
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Sir WILLIAM. 
Yes, yes, very good Friends. 
Sit, ARIE HAW. «goa h sia] 
Our Friendthip fhall,equal that of Pylades and 
Oreftes ; Linfure you mine for.an Age, and when 
that is over we'll renew the Leafe. Farewel. Be- 
lieve me the moft fincere of. your Friends. 
‘Sir WILLIAM. 
Yes, yes, “till to-morrow. 
Sir ARTHUR: 
I am your Friend for the prefent, the paft, and 
the future, and you are equally mine withoué 
Doubt. * , ; 
Sire Welded tA M. 
Iam, without Doubt. Farewel. 
| [Exit Sir William. 


SCENE VIII. Sir Antuur and SHIFTWELL. 
SHIFT WELL. 

I thought it was my beft Way to ftay nll a 
was gone out, Sir. 

Sr ARTHUR. 

What’s your Bufinefs ?, | am quite impatient to 
fee Lady Changelove. _ 

SDE TT WELL, 

But this is Bufinefs of ‘Importance, Sir; I 
fpeke to Lady Manners according to the Inftruc- 
tions you gave me. 

Sire A Ral HOUR. 

SEN? did you. inform her that Iam in Love 
with Lady Changelove ? What did fhe fay to that? 
be brief. 

S. HD Ea Wok EL. 
Why, Sir, fhe fays you do very well to fjlow 
_your Inclinations. 
Sr ARTHUR. 
J fhall take Care to follow her Advice. 
SHIFT. 
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| SRE w RE b.\! 

But, Sir, you fhould by all Means continue 
your Courthhip of Lady Manners; vifit her and 
endeavour to keep her Love alive, otherwife you 
are dead, buried, and annihilated in her Me- 
mory. 

Sir APR THU R, 

Ha! ha! hat 

SHI E-PSE W ESL: L. 

You laugh at it, Sir, ‘but give me Leave to 

tell you that ’tis no laughing Matter. 
Sr AR THUR. 

What do I mind being annihilated in Lady 
Manners’s Memory. If I die inene Memory, I 
hope for a Refurrection in another; don’t 1 re- 
vive in the Memory of Lady Changels ve? 

SHIFTWELL. 

Yes, Sir; but Iam afraid you'll die in it one 
of thefe. Days of a fudden Death. Sir Wilam 
Fainlove died in it of a mortal Caprice. 

Sirk At RYT OP R. 

No, no, he did not die in it of Caprice, twas 
I difpatch’d him. Ihave difpatch’d many more 
in the fame Manner, Shiftwell. Lady Changelove 
has receiy’d me into her Heart, and there fhe 
_ muft keep me. : 

S‘H kT WES o. : 

Love may fometimes encamp in her Heart, 
but, I believe, he never takes up his Refidence 
there. 

Sry ART TUR, 

A Paffion that I raife does not quickly end. 
Hope better of your Mafter’s Fortune. If you 
knew me well you would not be difident of my 
Succefs. ’ 
Sd TO Th Weolvckis is, 

Here comes Phillis, Sir, I with you could pre. 
vail on her Miftrefs to efpoufe my Caufe with her. 


D2 SCENE 
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. \ 
Sir ARTHUR, PHILLIS, aud SHIFTWELE. 


Ls Oe Oe a Py Be 

Sir, my Miftrefs wants you. 

Sr AR THU &. 

Ily, Pbillis,; but try to reftore this. Dog to 
his Senfes ; you have quite turn’d his Brain ; ; he 
is mad with Love for you. 

Peliel«L? ds 2). 
Why does he not make me his Confident ! 33 
SHIFTWELL. : 

Dear Mrs. Phillis, I love and adore you; now - 

you know as much of the Matter as I do myfelf. 
PHILLIS. is 

Take Heart, Shiftwell, there is no Love loft, 
now you know more than you did before. [Te @ 
Sir Arthur.] Sir, Pl return and tell my Miftrefs 
that you’re coming. Adieu, Sbiftwell. 

S Hol fp wail. 

Adieu, dear Mrs. Phillis. 

SHLFT WEL L. 

I fee you’re quite in the right, Sir, you bid 
» fair for Succefs; if I was as jure of Phillis as 
you are of her ‘Ladyhhip, I'd think myfelf an 
happy Man. 

Sir Ay ROT, EL OR. 

Don’t doubt of Succefs, fince your Suit is con- 

nected with mine. 


No adverfe Fate could ever yet contcoul 

The Enterprizes of a daring Soul, 
Whilftt timid Wretches to their Fears £1Vl Way, 
Lhe bold fill gain the Glory of the Day. 


END of the Fir? ACT. 
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s CENE I. Str WitvtaM end Srexp. 


Sr WILLIA™M. 


GYS2GOM E_ hither, Speed, 1 have fomething 
#A c M% to fay to you. 


SPEE D. 
RD 7 wait your Commands, Sir ? 
Sr WILLIAM. 
I fee Speed that you ate very affiduous in your 
Courtfhip of Phillis. 
SPEED. 
Thad need be affiduous, Sir, to win her i fhe 
fhuns. me of late. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
Tell me, Speed, would you rather ferve me than 
another ? 
PE Be Dey us 
Undoubtedly Sir ; I am fo much attach’d to 
our Intereft, Sir, that I would promote it to the 
patie of my own. 
Sr WILLIAM, 
If you prefer mé to another Mafter, you mui 
think no more of Phillis. 
e SPE! BD. 
But, Sit, this is aprivate Affair of mine, thotg¢h 
I. pay my Court to Mrs. Pills, I will not neg- 
Ject your Service upon that Account. 


Sir 
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Sr,-W I LLIAM. ; 
No Matter, I forbid you to fpeak to Phillis; *tis. 
my Pleafure that you quit her,. break with her, 
do you underftand me? 


SPEED. : 
Your Honour’s Will is very oppofite to mine 
in this Refpect, why don’t we agree upon the 
Point now as we did Yefterday ? 


Sr WILLIAM. 

Things have taken a new Turn. fince, that 
Time; Lady Changelove might fufpect me of, 
watching her Motions, and employing you to en-, 
gage Phillis to difcover them; fo I defire you will 
have no farther Connexion with her, I will amply 
recompence the Sacrifice you make me. 

S-P EE D. 

Alas! Sir, the Sacrifice wili do my Bufinefs be- 
fore the Reward comes. 

Sr WILLIAM. 

Let me have no Demurs, Mrs. Betty, Lady 
Mazners’s Waiting-Maid is as good as Phillis, and 
you fhall have her. 3 

Sop" BED: ; 

_ If I was to have Lady Manners herfelf into the 
Bargain, I would not be fatisfied. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

You muft however chufe a Difcharge, or Mrs. 
Betty. 

| SPEED. 

J am greatly perplex’d in this Choice. 

Sr WILLIAM. 

If you do not follow my Orders, I’ll turn you 
off this very Day, and ’tis only by following them’ 
you can make yourfelf regretted by Philis. 


SPEED, 
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SyP. EBD. 


Regret me; there your Honour gives me: fome 
Hopes. 


a 


i 


Sir WT LiL tJ, A.M, 

Retire, I fee Lady Manners coming. 

SPEED. 

P’'ll obey your Honour’s Commands on Condi- 
tion of being regretted by Mrs. Phillis. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Be fure to obferve a profound Secrefy concern= 
ing thefe Orders which I give you, - with Regard 
20 Phillis ; ; as you had my -Confent to marry her, it 
-would be treating Lady Changelove with great Dif- 
refpect, to appear to oppofe the Match; all you 


have to fay is, that you love Mrs. Bet ty better 
than Mrs. Phillis. 


S P-E*B D. 
I fhall take Care to obferve your Honour’s 
-Commands with the utmoft Exactnedfs. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
Very well, retire. [ Exit. Speed. 


SCENEIIL LadyMawners and Sir Witt1am 
Lady. MANNERS. ‘ 

Have you given proper Inftructions to your 
Servant, Sir William 2 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Yes, Madam. 
Lady MANNERS. 

This Artifice may be of fome Service, it will 
picque Lady Changelove when fhe comes to hear 

of it. 

Sir WILLIAM. 

I have good Hopes, Madam, that we will be 
fuccefsful. Lady Changelove already feems very 
much furprized at my Manner of behaving to her: 
She was fo fure of my Reproaches, that I have ~ 

feen 
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feen her upon the Point of aflsing me ia I did 
not upbraid her. : 

Lay MANNERS. 

Depend upon it you will fee her weep with An- 
guiih, if you act your Part well. 

Sir WILLIAM. | 

But how does Sir Arthurbehave? . 

lay MANNERS. 

Don’t fpeak of him, let us unite our Windex 
vours to baffle him, and then ler him aét as he 
thinks proper. But i fent one of my Servants to 
know whether I could fee Lady Changelove, and 
here he comes with ie Antwer. [Zo the Footman. 
Well, can I fee your Miftrefs ? 

FOOT MAN. ' 

Yes, Madam, fhe’s coming. 

Sr WELLIAM. 


PH leave you, Madam [ Exit Sir Wiliam 
SCENE Il. Lady Manners and Lady 
CHANGELOVE 


Lay CHANGELOVE: 

As your Ladyfhip has fent to defire a private 
Converfition with me, I fuppofe you have Bufinefs 
of Importance to impart. 

Lady MANNERS, 

Thave but one Queftion to afk your Lady- 
fhip, and as you.are naturally fincere, the Affair 
will be foon terminated. : 

Lay CHANGELOVE 

I underftand you, you think me infincere, but 
your Panegyrick exhorts me to Sincerity ; ; 1S it not 
fo? 

_Lady MANNERS. 

Your LaayGen 4 isin the right; but will you be 

fincere? . 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 

In order to begin, I will own to you that I 
done know whether J will or no. | 
, “ Lady 
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Lady MANNERS. 

If was to afk you whether Sir_Arthur loves you, 
would you tell me the Truth ? 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

No, Madam, I don’t care to have any Difference 
with you,. and you would hate me if I was to tell 
you the Truth, 

Lady MANNERS, 

I give you my Word and Honour that I will 
not. 

Lady CH ANGELOVE. 

You are not able to keep your Word: I fhould 
myfelf difpence with your adhering to it: There 
are Emotions that are too {trong for us. 

Lay MANNERS. 

But why fhould I hate you. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Ts it not faid that Sir Arthur loves you ? 

Lady MANNERS. 
- Such a Report has been current. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

And perhaps you yourfelf gave Credit to that 


Report. 
Lady MANNERS. 


I own it. 
lady CHANGELOVE. 


And after that Confeffion, furely you would 

not advife me to tell you that he loves me. 
Lady MANNERS. 

Is that all? I fhould be glad to be rid of him; 

I with fincerely that he was in love with you. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Oh! if that be the Cafe, you may return Thanks 
to Heaven, your Vows could not be more favour- 
ably heard.. 


Ek Lady 
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Lady MANNERS. 
“Yaffate you, Tam very § elad to hear it it. ae Ee 
Lady CHANG ELOVE, mec 

You make me uneafy 5 *tis not but Sir, Pibar is 
in the wrong, you are fo amiable that no Body 
fhould ~have —Eyes- for ‘another, but’ perhaps he 
was lefs attach’d to ery than ‘was’ generally 
thought. 

Thay MANNERS. Y orig 

“No, he was greatly attach’d tc me, bur Lex- 
cufe him; however amiable I may -be, you are 
ftill more fo; and you know better. how to make 
Ufe of your Charms than any Body elfe. 

» Lady CHANGELOVE. 

I knew you would not keep your Word with 
me; however’ your Sarcafm does not . difpleafe 
me, it difcovers your Aa and that proves 
my Merit. 

; _ © Lady MANNERS. 3 ‘ 
Does your Ladyfhip think, I am: Pesicns of you: P 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 0 o5>> 

Sure you will. not deny. that. a ‘Compliment 
which ends by treating me as a Coquette, can pro- 
ceed from nothing elie s * tis very ealy to.fee it; 
Madam. : 

ay M A N N E R ne . ) 
I don’t know ‘that F tredted Job aS a Coquette 
Madamioy is A ors 0 aN 
ott ra lbady CHANGELOVE,. i a 

Peeple. often fay: ict ‘Things without knowing 

inp y i 8 
SOx iy Eads MANNERS. 

But own the Troth, are not you a little. jea- 
lous ?, 

Lady | CHANGED OVE ees 

Oh! yes ‘to be fure but‘don’t deny phan the 
Pleafure of faying I am exceflively fo; that will 
not prevent your being as $ jealous as I, 


dye 


Lady 
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; Lady MANNERS. | 
- Ido not however give the fame Proofs‘of it.” 
Lay CHANGELOVE, m 
We never fhew it but when we are fuccefsful ; 
the Want of Succefs conceals much Coquettry. 
Lady MANNERS. 
I am fure of Succefs when ever I pleate ; ‘you'll 
fee that, Madam, and perhaps you would not have 
Sir Arthur, if I had mide any Account of his 


Heart. 
; Lady Of none BLOF Bes 


Such Difcourfe is always the laft =a of 
difappointed Vanity. _ 
Lady MANNER S. 
What Wager will you Jay that this’ Adventure 
will not humble mine?-  - 
Ialy CHANGELOVE. 
Do you hope to regain the Heart of Sir Avibur 2 
if you do, I cede him to you. 
Lady MANNERS. 
You love him, no Doubt. 
) Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Not much, but [ll endeavour. to. love him 
more that he may refift you, better.. One has 
Occafion to exert one’s Power to the utmoft a- 
gainft fuch a Rival. — 

Indy MANNERS. 

Oh! be under no Apprehenfions; I give him 

up-to you. © | | ok. 


5 


Lay CHANGELOVE. 

Let’s have no Difference about him; but let 
her that wins his Heart forgive the other. 

Lady MANNERS. 

So it feems then you’re fure of winning him. 
= Lady CHANGELOVE © 

I believe I fhould bea little too hard for you. 
E32 Lady 
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Lay MANNERS. 
So you would give me Leave towin him if I 
could. {tee is BN 
t Lay CHANGELOVE. | 
Oh! take your Revenge ; you have my Leave. 
Lady MANNERS, . 
No, I have fomething better in View. 
Lay CHANGBLOVE. 
Indeed! may one prefume to afk you what? 
Lay MANNERS. 
Sit William Fainlove is no defpicable Conquett, 
Madam. Farewell. 


SCENE IV. 
Lay CHANGELOVE alone. 
What does fhe think of depriving me of Sir 
William’s Heart | the Woman is certainly mad ; 
Jealoufy has turn’d her Head, I realiy pity her. 


SCENE V. 
. Lady CHANGELOVE and Sir Wit.tam. 
[Sir William entering, pretends to take Lady 
Changelove for Lady Manners. 

What, Madam! will you always urge vain 
Scruples to me? Tafk your Ladyfhip’s Pardon, 
I really miftook you for Lady Manners. _ . 

Lay CHANGELOVE. 

*Tis no great Matter, Sir William. But what 
is this Scruple you fpeak of? 

Sr WILLIAM. 

Madam, ’tis the Refult of fome Converfation 
which we had together. 

Lady CHAN GELOVE. 


But upon what did this Seruple turn in the 
Converfation which you had together ? 


Sir 
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‘Sih WILLIAM. 
Madarn, ’tis a Frifle not worth your Cutiofity, 
I think fhe wanted to know what Place I held in: 
your Affeftions, 
Lady CHAN GEL OVE. 
* hope ye had the Difcretion not to inform 


her. 
Sr WELLIAM. , 
Vanity is not one of my Foibles, Madam. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
No, but. perhaps. Secey may ; and-pray what 
did fhe mean by this Queftion ? 
Sr WILL I A M. 
Twas meerly the Effect of Curiofity, Madam. 
lay CHANGELOVE. 
I don’t know what to make of this ferupulous 
_ Curiofity. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
‘Perhaps, Madam, when I thought I met her 
I might have made Ufe of the Term Scruple, 
without knowing why. 
lay CHANGELOVE. 
This is' but am indifferent come off for a Man 
of your Underftandine, Sir William, without 
knowing whv! there’ muft be fome eerie at 
the Bottom of this. 
Sr WILLLAM. 
I. fee, Madam, that ’tis' im vain for me to-at- 
tempt to convince you of the contrary. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Your Evafions are pitiful. 
Sr WILLIAM. 


‘What! does your Ladythip ftill dwell upon that 
Trifle ? 


Lay CHANGELOVE. 


I thought, Sir William, I had more Infuen 
over your Heart, 


Vit 
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Sr WILLIAM. 

Madam, you will:always have great Influence 
over it; but if your Influence is a little dimi-. 
nifh’d, it is not my Fault ; T’ll leave you, how- 
ever, ‘leaft I fhould yield to the aisdiehtiat 1 is left. 

Lady — CHANGELOVE.. 
Inever knew Sir William behave to me in fuch’ 
a Manner before. © © . 
rot. git hos 
S C/E NE? VI. 
Lady Cuancrtove and Sir ARTHUR, 


Sr AR TH U R 
You feem thoughtful, Madam. :... 
Lady CHANGELOVE. . 
Iam, Sir 4rthur, we were talking of Mar- 
riage, but Lthink we muft defer it. 
Sr ARTHUR. 
Defer it, Madam! 
lady CHANGELOVE. 
Yes, for about a Fortnight. 
Sr AR THUR. 
Lord, Madam! why that’s a whole Age; and ° 
what can be the Caufe of this Delay ? 
Lay CHANGELOVE, 
You fhall know it another Time. 
Sr ARTHUR. 
This Uncertainty is enough to diftrac&t me ; 
for God’s fake, Madam, let me know the Rea- 
fon. 


a 


‘ 


Lady CHANGELOVE. 
I would willingly defer it a few Days on Ac- 
count of Sir William and Lady Manners; 1 fee 
they are both under great Concern about it. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Vel 


‘ — Cuancetovs, Lady <emominiaetie ana 
Sir ARTHUR, 
Lady M A NNERS. 

Lady Changelove, Tam, inform’d that you ses 
fer your Marriage on- ‘my Account. I own the 
Obligation; : ‘but there is no Occafion for any De- 
lay. Conclude it this very. Day ; 5 I myfelf Reh 
you to it. 

. ‘lady’ CH ANGELOVE. » 

Tell me the Truth, Lady Manners, did you 
and Sir William commence Lovers to oblige me ? 
Lady M ANNERS. 

I hope, ae Bloat you have Reafon to be pleas’d 
at Ati 609 » ) 5 [Exit Lady Manners. 

bel 2 i . i 


28.6 ENTE oMULY vost 3 
Lady Cuandilt ove and Sir Anmama x 


rr Lady CHANGE LOVE. 
‘ Ha! ha! ha! fhe can’t ftand it; the Raillery 
is too ftrong for her. , How. Vanity makes Wo- 
men play ‘the. ftrangeft agate ! Lady Manners 
counterfeits | Satisfaction at ‘the fame Time that 
fhe is ready to burft with Jealoufy. 
. Sir A RTH UPR. 
Her Heart palpitates, J fee’ that. 
Lay CHANGELOVE 

A Thought comes into my Head, thefe little 
Tricks of Lady . Manners deferve to be punifh’d. 
I'd be glad to fee whether Sir Milliam, who loves 
her to fuch a Degree, will be infenfible to what 
I intend todo. If he fpeaks the Truth he muft 
be fo, and I wifh he may; I have devifed an in- 
fallible Method to know the real Truth. I have 


nothing to do but order Phillis to marry Shift 
avell ; 
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well; fhe was intended for Speed, Sir William’s 
Valet, and we were agreed about the Match. If 
Sir William makes no Objection ‘to ‘this, Lady 
Manners has reprefented ‘Things.as they really are, 
and I am the moxe at Liberty, | 


| hse ole. key ees aie BA 
Sip WiiiraM, Sir ARTHUR and Lady CHANGELOVE. 
"Ss Lady CHANGELOVE. ~ a. 
Come hither, Sir William, and fet us talk a 
httle of Lady Manuers. oe 
With ali my Heart, Madam. 
Indy CHANGELOVE. 
.. Then pray teil me what fhe is now meditating. | 
Sir WILLIAM. 
What has fhe done? I can’t think there is any 
Thing amifs in her Proceedings. t 
Lady CHANGELOVE 


Sir William. 
| Sir WILLIAM 
You know her Prudence, Madam. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. | 
You're an unceafing Panegyrift, Sir Villiam. 
You muft know then, Sir, that this Lady whom 
you praifefo much, being jealous of me becaufe Sir 
Arthur bas quitted her, in order to attack me, has 
Recourfe to little Artifices which are by no Means 
worthy of fo incomparable a Lady as you repre- 
fent her, and does not think it below her to en- 
gage a Valet to quit a Chamber-maid, to whom 
he had made a Promife of Marriage, and this 
becaufe fhe knows we intend to marry them, and 
becaufe J intereft myfelf in the Match. In her 
Refentment fhe makes Ufe of Mrs. Betty to pre- 
yent 


4 


Yl foon make that appear evidently to you, 
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vent it, and what furprizes me mott is, to fee 
that you yourfelf fecond her in this Defign. 

jas Sir WILLIAM. | 
_. And do you imagine, Madam, that Lady 
Manzners.ever once thought that this would offend 
you. or could you think that I could believe you 
interefted yourfelf any longer in the Match? No, 
Madam, Speed -complain’d of the Infidelity of 
Phillis; a Mafter fometimes can’t help taking 
Part in the Misfortune of an honeft Servant; and 

Lady Manners, in order to indemnify him, was. 
fo good as to offer him her Woman, Mrs. Betty ; 

he very thankfully accepted her, and that’s all, 

Madam. tae 
Sr ARTHUR. 

This Anfwer convinces me, I believe they nei- 
ther had any malicious Purpofe. 

Lay CHANGELOVE, 

Hold a Moment, Sir Arthur, don’t give us 
your Opinion "till you are afk’d it. Sir Wiliam, 
let me hear no more of this Love-Affair, for 
it difpleafes me. I flatter myfelf that this is fay- 
ing enough. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Hold, Madam, let us call fomebody, perhaps 
my Servant is there. Hallo, Speed. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

“What's your Defign ? 

Sr WILLIAM. 

Lady Manners is not far off, fend to beg the 
Favour of her to come hither, and you may 
fpeak to her yourfelf. 

. .kady CHANGELO'VE. | 

Lady Manners! what Bufinefs have I with her? 
Is there any Occafion for your confulting her up- 
_ on this Subject? I fpeak to you; I tell you "ts 
my Pleafire that this Match fhould not go for- 


ward, d 
F Sir 
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' Sr WILLIAM. 
But, Madam, I can come to no Refolution © 
without her: Could any Thing be more improper 
than to force my Servant to refufe a Favour which 
She granted him, and which he accepted. I can’t 
think of behaving to her in fuch a Manner. 
“lady CHANGELOVE. 

What Sir, do you hefitate between Lady 
Manners and me? ‘Think of what you are about. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
ey have determin’d after mature Deliberation. 

i bine > Lady CHAN:GELO-VE. 
‘In that Cafe we have nothing farther to fay? to 
etch other. Sir Arthur, give me your Hand. 
Sir AR T HeU'R. 
* Take it, Madam, and keep it forever. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
However, Madam, I had one Thing to afk 
you, if you would be fo good as to inform me. 
lady CH ANGELOVE. 
“Lord! l ‘Sir Wi Wiam, 1 don’t know what to fay. 
Sir WIL,LIA™M. 
As you intend to marry Sir Arthur, Madam, 
’ Iwould be glad to know when we fhall have the 
Pleafure of feeing you united. 
Lady CHANGELO VE. 
Perhaps, Sir, you may haye that Pleafure this 
very Evening, 


Sr ARTHUR. 

Dear Lady Changelove! Nothing can equal my 
Tranfport. 

Sr WILLIAM. : 

Sir Arthur, give me Leave to felicitate you 
upon your Happinefs ; I do it with the utmott 
Sincerity, you may be affured. 

Lady CHANGELOVE afide.. 

The unworthy Wretch! 
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Sir. WILLFAM Sst 
‘She blufies! Som 5S vt ' 
} y Lady CHANGELOVE.- 
~*Is that-all you have to-fay, Sir William: pe 
Sir WILLIAM, | 
Yes, Madam? 4 4 'ss ee er E eee 
ee DAS sort 
Commie; “1et'S' 90." an of aninghD ent 


SCE NUE KW” 


Lady ‘CHANGELOVE, Lady Manners, Sr Wits, 
ee LIAM, Sir ARTHUR, and SPEED. 


: o> lady MANNERS. , esvksio y 

"Lally Changelove, 1 underftand that I have of: 
fended you, and I come'to afk Pardon for the 
Fault which I committed innocently,’ and “in or- 
der to.make you. Satisfaction, I have brought 
Sir William’s Servant with me. ‘Speed; When I 
promis’d you Betr ty I did not know that her Lady- 
fhip would take. Offence “at-it,and now I mutt 
tell you that. you fhould not reckon upon it any 
longer. 

AY O68 Pte ey, 

. Then I sequit your. ieee of de> Obliga- 
tion: s1Ocry : 

Lady CHANGELOVE. to Sit WILL! AM. 

Send away your Servant ; and now, Madam, 
I myfelf follicit you to keep your Promife with 
her's I fhall even detray the Charges of their 
Wedding. 

. Sir WILLIAM to SPEED, . 
Go your yueles 
Lady MANNERS. 
Are we good Friends now,, Lady Peaariive? 2 
Lady CHAN GELOVE. 
Oh! the beft in the World. 


F 2 Sir 
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SrWILLIAM. © 
Lady Manners, 1 muft inform you’ of ‘Gne 
Thing; and that is, that Lady Changelove and 
Sir Arthyr willbe married this Evening im all like- 
lihood. 


Indeed ! 7 
Sr ARTHUR. 
The Evening is ftill far off. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

Impatience is very proper upon fuch an Oc~ 
caflon: But as La i Cdeearetiap and Sir Arthur 
are fo near fuch Happinefs, let us leave them to 
themfelves, and confider’ what we have to do on 
our Part, aa ybe f 


Lady MANNERS. 


Lady MANNERS. 
Lady Changelove, let me embrace you before 
we part. Sir Arthur, farewel ; 1 Compliment you: 
upon your good Fortune. 


SCENE. XI. 
Lady CHancE Love and Sir Artur. 


Lay CHANGELOVE. 

I fee you are much regretted, Sir Arthur; 
Lady Manuers {ets a high Price upon your 
Heart. 

Sr ARTHUR. 

Oh! ¥ can difpence with that, when I think of” 
this Evening. 

Lay CHANGELOVE, 

Oh! this istoo much! 

Sr AR THUR. 

What! do you change your Mind? 

lay CHANGELOVE, 

Why I waver a little. 
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Sir A R T H UR. 
. What do you intend? 
lay CHANGELOVE. 

I have formed a Defign in which you mutt 
afift me; I'll Jet you into it juft now. Don’t 
be under any Apprehenfions, 1am going to me- 
ditate uponit. Farewel, don’t follow me. [She 
goes out and returns. ‘Tis even es that you 
fhould not fee me immediately. [ll give you 
Nptice when ever I have Occafion for you. 

oo Sir ARTHUR. +: 

“aM am thunderftruck, I fee my Favour is upon the 
Decline. Lady Changelove puts me in Mind of 
what Hamlet {ays, Frailty, te Name is Woman, - 


END of the Second AC T. 
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“SCENE T 3 eesti 


Sir Axrnur, Purnuis, ana SHIFTWELL.. 


4 sr ART HU RY sare 
QWEXOOR God's’ fake, Mrs. Phillis, intreat 
Sg F a Lady Changelove to let me fee: hera Mo- 


ment. 
PHILLIS. 


ee can’t sect toher, Sir; fhe is not ttirring. 
Sir ART H UOR, 
Not ftirring at this Time of Day! 
SHIFTWELL. 

Sir, Iam juft come from the Terrace, and I 

faw her walking in the Balcony. 
PHT es: 

What fignifies that, every one has a peculiar 
Way of ftirring and not yf ftirring 5 5 PraYs, Sir, what 
is your Method?. °° 

Sir ARTHUR. 
It feems-you rally me, Mrs. Phillis. 
SHIFTWELL. 
Ivow, Sir, I think fo too. 
PoE hel 1 8: 

Not at all, Sir, the Queftion is very proper, 
and I propofed i It to you upon mature Delibera- ~ 
tion. 

Sir ARTHUR. 

Teven-fufpect, Mrs. Phillis, that you are not 
in my Intereft. 

SHIF T- 
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SHIFTWELL.. 
I fufpected it myfelf before, Sir, but now J am 
fure of it, 
| PHILLIS. 
Mr. Shiftwell, I admire your Penetration. 
Sr ARTHUR. 

Tis juft as I faid; Lord why fhould I with 
well to. you whilft you are. my_ Enemy? why 
fhould my Difpofition be fo friendly with regard 
to you, whilft you refufe me a Return? Woy do 
our Sentiments thus’differ ? 

‘PP ESD GES: 
sa | proteft I can’t fay ; I fuppofe ’tis becaufe Va- 
riety has Charms. 
“OFT * 1, FTWEL L: 

{ fuppofe you love Variety with reaard to me 

likewile. 
PHILLI s, 

Yes, if you love me ftill, if not I am for 
Uniformity. 

Sr ARTHUR. 

Deal honeftly, confefs you don’t do me good 
Offices with your Miftrefs. 

Wren esas Ly EOS 

To tell you the Truth, Sir Aes I don’t ef- 
poute your Caufe with Zeal. 

Sr ARTHUR. 
You endeavour then to leffen me in her Efteem. 
PHILLIS, 
~ I do, to the utmoft of my Power, for I would 
not have her love you; I own it, I never deceive 
ae Body. 
SHIFTWELL. 
This is plain dealing at leaft. 
Sr ARTHUR. 
Come, come, Mrs. Péhillis, let us be Friends. 


PHITL- 
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PHILLIS. 
No, Sir Arbur, rather follow my Example 


and hate me in your Turn. ’ 
Sr ARTHUR. 


I am determin’d you fhall be my EA I 
have refolved to make you fo, and I am fure of 


Suecefs. 
PHILLIS: 


You'll find it very difficult to’keep your Word 


with yourfelf. 
SHIFT WELL, 


Yéir Honour fhould confider that there are 
Enmities which never ceafe without paying for 
it. 

Sr ARTHUR. 

Mrs. Phillis, ’d be glad to know what San 

you Rate your Friendthip at. 
PHILLIS. 

I’d have you to know, Sir rtkur, that I don’t | 
. fet my Friendfhip to fale to be difpofed of to the 
beft Bidder. Jam not mercenary. 

{Sir Arthur Offers ber’ bis Purfe.} 
P H ILLIS, . 

"Sir Arthur, I won’t take your Money ; it would 
be robbing you, as Iam determined’ not to ferve 
You. | 

| Sr ARTHUR.’ 

Come take it, Mrs. Phillis, and only tell me 
how your Miftrefs ftands aftected. 

PHILL |S. 

No, Sir Arthur, Vl only tell you how I would 

have her ftand affected. Are yon defirous to know 


that? 
Ss HIFTWELL. 
You have already told us that ten times over, 
Mrs. Pdillis. 
Sr AR THUR. 
Has not the form’d fome new Defign ? 
{tore has a et bP ear 
ete who does not form new Defigns ? ? Peo- 
_ ple are always forming new Defigns. For Ex- 
ample, 


| THOME AS TOA MODE... as 
ample, I have juft form’d a Defign of leaving 
you. ! 
Sr ARTHUR... 

Come, let’s go, Shiftwell, I find my Paffion be- 
ginning to rife. 


SCENE IL. 
Sir Witt1aMm and Lady Manners. » 


: Lay MANNERS. 
I’m inform’d, Lady Changelove has fent for you. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
She has, you fee what an Agitation fhe is in. 
Lady MANNERS. 
‘And you are no Doubt impatient to yield to 
her. A | 
Sr WLLLIAM. 
Lord! Madam, can I be cruel to her I love? 
Lady MANNERS. 

We are very near carrying our Point, but we . 
fhall certainly fail if you be too hafty. Don’t 
impofe upon yourfelf, the Steps Lady Changelove 
has hitherto taken are far from being decifive, ’tis 
by no Means certain that they proceed from her 
Love; fhe may very probably be rather jealous at 
feeing me preferr’d, than defirous of recovering 
your Heart; fhe perhaps would be glad to triumph 
over us both, and then laugh at us. We have 
taken all proper Meafures, let us perfift till the 
Settlement, as we have already refolv’d; ’tis that 
Moment that will fhew whether fhe loves you 
ornot. Love has Symptoms peculiar to itfelf, 
and fo has Pride; Love mourns its Lofs, Pride 
defprfes what is deny’d it: lets wait till fhe fighs 
at lofing you, or fcorns you for forfaking her ; 

rfevere to this Proof, for the Intereft of your 
ive Mrs. Phillis is come, by Lady Changelcve’s 
G Orders, 
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Orders, to fpeak with you, difpatch her as foon 
as poffible, and then come to me again. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

I tremble at the Thoughts of carrying Things 
fo far, however, your Advice is reafonable and 
I fhall follow it. 

Lady MANNER S, 

I myfelf act a Part which is by no Means 
agreeable, and which will be full lefs fo at the 
Conclufion; for I muft endeavour to make up 
for the little Refolution which you difcover. But 
what ‘will not a Woman do for the fake of Re- 
venge |! | 


4 Woman full enjoys fincere Delight 
When fhe in Love fucceeds, or wreaks her Spight. 


SCde INGE iil. nandsdudie 


Lady Manners, Sir Wiiitam, Lady CHANGE- 
LOVE, Sir ARTHUR, SHIFTWELL, avd SPEED, 


Lay MANNERS. 

Lady Changelove, I fee nothing preparatory to 
your Marriage with Sir Arthur! When does your 
Ladytfhip intend to compleat his Happinefs? 

_ Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Whenever you think proper Madam ; ’tis from 
you I afk it; his Happinefs is at your Direétion, 
you are the Arbiter of his Fate. 

Lady MANNERS. 

I, Madam, if you would be direéted by me, 
you would marry him this very Evening, and. 
our Marriage fhall be celebrated at the fame 
Time with yours. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Your Marriage! with whom, Madam ? is there 
any Body come to marry you? 


Lady 


LOVE-LA-MODE. 43 


Lady MANNERS. 
He does not come from far, for there he is. 
[Shewing Sir William. 

Sir WILLIAM. 

Yes, Madam, Lady Manners honours me with 
her Hand, and as we happen to be at your 
Houfe, we afk it asa Favour that you would let 
the Marriage be celebrated in it. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

No, Sit William, tho’ tis doing mea great Ho- 
nour, I have Reafon to think that Heaven re- 
ferves you for another Fate. , 

Sin OR. UE R. 

Things have taken a Turn entirely new, I am 
again to fall to Lady Manners’s Lot, and Lady 
Changelove to Sir Williams. 

Lady MANNERS. 

No, no, Things fhall continue in their prefent 
State. . 

! Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Give me Leave to fpeak, Madam, I defire to be 
heard, I muft nowcome to an Eclariflment. Sir 
Arthur,’ tis proper to undeceive you, you imagin’d I 
lov’d you, and indeed the Manner in which I re- 
ceiv’d you, might make you think I did: But 
you were impofed upon by that Reception, I was 
not.in Karneft: My Love for Sir William conti- 
nued the fame, and if I counterfeited a Liking 
for you, it was only to make Trial of the Since- 
rity of his Paffion: You have beftow’d your Heart 
upon mein vain; you Love me, and I am forry 
for it; but your Paffion promoted my Defign. 
Lady Manners, you have fjome Reafon to com- 
plain of Sir Arthur; he has been guilty of fome 
Inconftancy towards you, I muft confefs, but his 
Fault is excufable,; and.I do not derive any Va- 

Core nity 
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nity from having depriv’d you of him fora Time ; 
he did not yield to my Charms, but to my Ad- 
drefs. As for you, Sir William, you have butill 
requited me for being follicitous to put your 
Love to the Proof. The Delicacy of Sentiment, 
which was my Motive, fhould not, have been fo 
hardly interpreted ; but perhaps. your Proceeding 
is more the Effect of Refentment than want of . 
Affection: I,indeed, carried Things a little too far, 
and perhaps that impos’d upon you; I don’t care 
to be too fecure in my Judgment of you, I fhut 
my Eyes to your Conduct, and grant you a free 
Pardon. 

Lady MANNERS. 

‘Hat ha! ha! If you’d be advis’d by me, Ma- 
dam, yowd carry your Generofity a little farther, 
and. forgive Sir William the Marriage which is 
going to unite us. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Sir William, you lofe me for ever if you he- 
fitate a Moment. 

Sr ARTHUR. 

I beg to be heard in my Turn, I have loft La- 
dy Manners, and it would be unreafonable in me 
to complain. Ina Word, I was falfe, I own it, 
but [ am fincere, and I boaft of it. I might, if 
I pleas’d, make Reprifals, and tell Lady Change- 
fove, that my Paffion for her was counterfeited, 


but Ifcorn fuch Artifices. However, I muft a 


now explain. myfelf; I lov’d Lady Change- 
love, but I adored Lady Manners. Sir William, 
Lady Changelove reftores you her Affections ; 
pofiefs her, and thank Heaven for having civen 
you the moft amiable of Women; you have won 
her; in lofing her I fuffer the moft immenfe of 
Loffes ; and, to conclude, I am the moft ungrate- 

1, 
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ful, the moft falfe, and the weakeft Man upon 
Earth. nal 

| Lady MANNERS. 
I fhall add nothing to what Sir Arthur has faid, 
he has done himfelf Juttice. 
Lady CHANGELOVE, 
I have fufficiently explain’d myfelf, Sir William 
Lady MANNERS, ; 
Sir William and 1 Love one another in good 
Earneft, there is now no Remedy for it, Lady 
Changelove; and furely two forfaken Lovers have 
a Right to repair their Lofs elfewhere: Endea- 
vour both to forget us, you know how to do it, 
and you will find it eafier now than before. | [To 
the Notary.| Come hither, Sir, here is the Con- 
tract which we are to fign. Undoubtedly, Sir 
William, Lady Changelove will be fo good as ta 
witnefs it. 
Lay CHANGELOVE. 
* . What are Things fo far advanced! 
Lady MANNERS. 
You fee they are, Madam. 
Lay CHANGELOVE, 
I fpeak to Sir Wiliam, Madam. 
Sr WILLIAM. 
To me, Madam. 
Lay CHANGELOVE. . 
Is this ‘your Contract with Lady Manners ? 
Sr WILLIAM. 
Yes, Madam. 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
I could never have thought it! 
Lady MANNERS. / 
We flatter ourfelves that your Marriage will be 
celebrated with ours. Sir 4rtbur, won’t you wit- 


¢ our Contra¢t tod. 
: | ‘Sit 


-f 
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sr ARTHUR. va he 

I have forgot how to write. [2ady Manners 

to the Notary| Give her Ladyfhip the Pen. 
Lay CHANGELOVE. 

Give me the Pen, Sit. [She figns the Contrad pre- 
cipitately, and throws away the Pen.) -Perfidious 
Man!) {She /woons away inthe Arms of Phillis. Sir 
William throwing himfelf at ber Feet.| My dear 
Lady Changelove ! - 

lady MANNERS. ! 

Sir William, the Farce is at an End, you fee 
you are the favour’d Lover. 

SPEED. , 

This is a happy Conclufion, Mrs. Pils. 

PHILGIS. 

I am perfeétly fatisfied with it. [Lady Change- 
love coming to berfelf.| What! Sir William at my 
Feet ! 


5 


wi iseeor ov.) Lee 
And more’in love than ever. * 
Lady CHANGELOVE. 
Rife then, you love me ftill, Sir William. 
We oe Sip WEE ET ALM 
Dear Madam, I never ceas’d to love you. 
_ Tady CHANGELOVE, 
But what fays Lady Manners to this? 
Sr WILLIAM. 
"Tis to Lady Manners 1 owe the Recovery of 
- your Heart, thisis a Stratagem of. hers. 
lay CHANGELOVE | 
I revive; Lord how much Grief have you 
occafioned me! how could you counterfeit fo 
long ! . : 
Sir WILLIAM. — _ 
“Twas Love alone that gave me Power to feign; 
I hop’d torecover your Affections. ; 
Lady 
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Lady CHANGELOVE. 

Where is Lady Manners? Let me embrace 
her. {Lady Manners comes up and embraces Lady 
Changelove.}] Are we good Friends now, Ma- 
dam? 

' Lay CHANGELOVE, ! 

To you I am obliged for all my Happineis. 

[Sir William kiffes Lady Changelove’s Hand. | 
Lady MANNERS. 

As for you, Sir Arthur, I advife you to pay 
your Addreffes elfewhere ; itdoes notfeem probabie 
that any Body prefent will accept your Hand. 

Lady CHANGELOVE. 
I muft prevail upon youto forgive him, Madam, 
otherwife our Joy would not be “compleat. 
lady MANNERS. 
Tallow him half a Year to make Atonement. 
Sr ARTHUR. 

I only defired to have a Term allotted, ’tis my 

Bufineis to avail mylelf of it. 
Sr WILLIAM. 

To try the Lover is a dangerous Part, 

They often loofe who trifle with a Heart; 

Ladies, in Love-Affairs no Mode purfue, 

But chufe one Lover and to him be true, 


oe ee ee eee 


OW ‘could attr Poet treat this threadbare Paffon t ae 4 
Love A-la-Mode ; 5 why Loves quite out of hoe a 3 
One Thing indeed extenuates his Guilt, ; | s | 
He draws the Pidlure of an arrant Hilt She: ee é : ; 


His Men and Women both ufe fraudful Arts 

With Care conceal the Paffions of their Heart, 

And counterfeit the ardent Lover’s Part. ‘ 

Since fuch the Plan, the Piece will furely pleafe, 

The Ladies hence will learn to change with Eafe. 
"The Men will learn in pight of Female peek 

To turn againft the Fair their dangerous Arms ; 


Yet heaft our Piece to grave Men give Offence, — ‘ E , 
To wit we do not facrifice good Senfe. = : 
Critics muft own a ufefil Moral reigns 

‘Thro’ the whole Tenour of our. Comic Seoness 
That we obey poetic Suftice Laws, ae. ae “ 
And till are faithful to fair Virtue’ 5 Cafes 1G oe 
No Breach of Mede fly herein is hewn, ae: - 
Now Poets praife themfelues, but praife aline, x o 
And fure what by the Public is denydy — epee 
May well be by the Bards Self-love ‘fepplied. 
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Advertifement. 


T may be proper to take notice, that the Title 
. given this Piece, at prefent, is copied from the 

French of Monfieur Favart ; whofe Caprices D’A- 
mour, out INinette a la Cour, the Author, Mr. 
Livyd, confeffes was the ground-work of his 
Piece, called the Capricious Lovers. 


In order to make that Piece entertaining, (and 

in conformity with the Italian Burletta) Mufical 

Dialogues have been added towards the end-of 

each Act; thefe are known among the Italians by 

the word "Finale, and are deemed indifpenfably ne- 

_ceffary in an entertainment of this fort. It is now 
prefented to the Public with many alterations. 

Several Airs have been added, others again fup- 

-prefied ; and adapted to the talents of the difte- 
rent performers, fome of them being Foreigners. 


As it was neceflary to alter the Title of this 
Opera, to that of Philiis at Court, on account of 
the alterations made in it, and to prevent one copy 
being taken for the other, *tis hoped it will meet 
with the approbation of the Publick. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perfone. 


“MEN. 

Duke, Mr. Heaphy: 
Frederick, | Mr. Palmer. 
Hobbinol, Mr. Vernel. 
Damon, Mr. Maffey. 
Colin, Mr. Maben. 

WOMEN. 
Princefs Emily, Mifs Slack. : 
Clara, Mils Amore. 
Madamioifelle, Signora Spilletta: 
Phillis, __- Signora Cremonini. 


The action is fappofed in Germany, part at a a 
BB. arm, and part at Court. : 


DANCERS. a 


Signior Prancefco Giordani. 
Signior a Felice Marucci. 


| LLL NEN INN, 


Sond & Atat Ged 2 odd BP 


POO OO OO SOOO PO OY OOO DOOD PID REGIS 
AST ie SCENE 


An agreeable view of the country, with fome cattle 
grazing ata diftance. 

Phillis with a fpinning wheel, Colin lying on the ground 
befide her. ie ie 


pat ORs 


Phil. HILE the cool and gentle byeexe 
; Breathes its fragrance thro’ the trees, 
Clad in Robes of lively green 
Nature graces all the fcene ; 
From the frweetne/s of tbe place 
Labour wears achearful face. 
Sure, I tafte of joys fincere, 
My true fwain for ever near : 
When with ceafelefs toils opprefs’d, 
‘Wearied nature finks to ref, 
All my labours to beguile, 
Lowe foall wake me with a funile. 


Well, Colin to you I am betrothed, and~ to-morrow 
is fix’d for our wedding-day, let that thought make you 
chearful. Away, I prithee, love, your work calls you, 
remember that the fruit of your toils will foon be be- 


ftowed on me, 
B Colin, 
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Colin. Do you bid me leave you then already? It is 
not in my power, I am fo happy ; will you, my deare#, 
grant me one boon beforeI go? 

Phil. Name it. 

Col. Your band that I may kifs it. 

Phil.. There—take it. 

Col. Now J am alive again, I’ll to my labour ftraight s 
and, whilft I tye up my flax, you fhall/delight me with 
afong. 

[Goes to the other fide of the ftage where 
fome bundles of flax are lying. ] 
DUA TO? 
Phil. Thus of thy tender love poffe/s d, 

My heart is glad, my Jpirits blef 5 

Thy cheavful looks, thy foul fincere, 

Shall give the finile and wipe the tears 

Col. No /plendor guilds my homely fcene, 

My flores are few, my cottage meany 

But, if thy /mile rewards my pain, 

LU think myYfelf a wealthy jwaine 

head TG Ss 
No jealous thought fhall fain my breaf, 


No fears alarm, no cares. moleft, 

- : Swain . 
Pleas'd with the } Nymph my hopes pursue, 
ior ; i is kind and I am true. 


S-CeEoNwE 2 1t 
Hobbinol and Damon, 


Hb. Go your ways, for a pair of fond pidgeohs. Ah ! 
Damon, it was juft fo for all the world when I went 
a courting to our Cicely, there was fuch piping, fing- 
ing, and dancing—ah, thefe were merry days—well, 
well—but they are all done and patt. 

Dam. True, neighbour, true, we have had our day, 
Jet the young ones begin now—the very thoughts of 
their approaching happinefs makes my old nerves f{pring, | 
and 1 could almoft caper for joy, hody o’me, 1 grow 
young again at the fioht of them. 


AIR. 
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Tho my features, Pm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 

Dull wifdom I hate and deteft, 

Not a wrinkle is there, 
Which is furrow’ d by care; 

And my heart is as light as the beft. 
When I laok on my boys 
They renew all my joys, 

My felf iin my children I fee, 

While the comforts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 
In the days Iwas young, 
Ob! £ caper’d and Jung, 

The laffes came flocking apace, 
But now turn'd of threefcore 
£ can do fo no more, 

Why, then, let my boy take my place. 
Of our pleafures we crack, 

For we fill love the finack, 

And chuckle ver what we have been ; 
Yet, why foould wie vepine, 
You've had yours, I've had mine, 

And, now, let our children begin. 


Hob. What fignify the great folk with their lace and 
their furbelow ?—all is not gold that gliftens. 

Dam. Ay, ay; neighbour, many .a found looking 
fheep is rotten at heart—our pleafures may be as good 
though not fo coftly as theits. 

Hob. Twas but laft fummer, Damon, that our {quire 
got himfelf a wife, a parlefs fine lady, and a rich one 

, too; yet, abody would believe that they came together 
only to live afunder—for madam lies in one bed, {quire 
lies in another, and they are now like the two buckets 
of our town well—when one comes up, to’ther goes 
down, and if they happen to meet each other, you 
would think they had never feen one anoiher before; 
adod, they live like—what do you call it there—the 
fine toy that your pedlers fell about the country—.a 
weather houfe, I think they call it, when the woman 

Be? iteps 
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fteps out, the man popsin, If this be the matrimony 
of your town folks, give me the country, I fay. 

Dam. Vil warrant it will not be fo with our young 
couple, blefing light upon them ; they think of nothing 
but the feaft and the darice, and adod we'll dance at the 
Wedding too. ‘ 

Hob. Ah, ah---don’t you remember, come Lammas 
twill be fix and forty years dgone, when I met Cicely 
at our feaft. . 


AIR. 


When the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, wha play'd at the wake 5 
And, Kate was alarm’ d at the ftroke, 
And wept for poor Tumma's fake. 
When his worip gave noggins of ales 
And the liquor was charming and fitout : 
O! thefe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 
Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as kings < 
Each lad in his boly-day cloaths, 
And the lafes in all their beft things. 
What merriment all the day long, 
May the feaft of our children prove Juch > 
Odfooks, but I'll join in the fong, 
And Pil bobble about with my crutch, 
Dam. Ay, it was that very day his worfhip was made 
juftice of the peace and coram. 
Hob. Yes, Damon, I remember, then Cicely and you 
came together for the firft time. She was a rich wenchy 
then, her cheeks were as frefh as a rofe, and as red.as 
a catharine pear, There was your daticing, Damon, 
when fhe and I were partners and 


BU No ST aN, (Ge oss Ge: 


Col. Oh, neighbours, neighbours, ali our ground is 


over-run with hories, hounds and huntfmen they 
drive through the corn. Plague on ail fportimen, they 
are born toruin us. Here, Roger, “‘Cummas,’ quick, 
make hafte, the gate flands open, fhut it faft, for if we 
don’t take care, they'll ravage all. 


Phil. We muft be patient, Colin, is the Duke’s . 


hunt. 
Cel. 
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Col. A murrain take all husts, I fay—here are they 
hunting about every day .and all day, and their fine 
fports, forfooth, mutt be our ruin: our labowr_is all in 
vain.— They are coming this way, I think, get in lads 
and lafles, thefe roaring. fellows are keen fportfmen 
when they have our wives and daughters in chafe.. — - 

[ Exeunt all but Colin. 

How I am terrified |—what if they fhould rob me of 
my Phillis.—‘fbloud, the very thought on’t fets me mad 
with rage. ’ 
AIR. 
Now Fury, vengeance, fire my mind, 
My brea? I like a chaldron find, 
Thro’ every vein now toiling, 
Hark how my blood is boiling, 

Rearing, rumbling, 

Bubling, tumbling, 

In the confi toft 

My reafon’s loft. 
Sure no power on earth can ever, 
From this heart my fair diffevere 


Sachi By. TI 
Enter Duke and Frederick. 


Fred. A country girl, good Sir; and'is this the object 
of your adoration 

Duke. It is, and what is {till more extraordinary, her 
wit charms me as much as her beauty. 

Fred. A miracle. 

Duke. She is inded a wonder, and I have been told 
that an’ old lady whofe circumftances obliged her to 
dwell in retirement, has been the protectrefs of this 
{weet creature, and formed and cultivated her mind by 
an excellent education, leaving her poflefled of the moft 
amiable fimplicity, a native franknefs of temper, andan 
agreeable vivacity. 

Fred. Does not your highnefs fear fome imputation ? 

Duke. What fignifies the blood fhe fprings from? A 
handfome woman is naturally born above her condition: 

fred. But the princefs Emily, Sir, her rank and 


fortune. 
Cc Duke. 
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Duke. I confefs them, yet my heart “{pite of myfelf, is 
on the point of proving faithlefs to hers I doat on this 
little rural innocent, and what is ftill more extraordi- 
nary, with but little hopes of fuccefs. 

Fred. Is the fo coy then ? What ! can fhe refift one of 
the firft dukes in all Saxony. 

ASioR 
When firf? a princely lover tries 
To pierce the artlefs female heart, 
With panting fear opprefs’d, 
Each ring wifh fupprefsd. 
The tim’rous nymph repels the dart, 
In vain the foft decetver fighs, 
Till vanity foon lending aid, 
The fond deluded fair’s betray'd. 


Duke. How romantic muft I appear to you, when I 
own that [ adore her; and, yet, which: is perhaps the 
beft proof, I have never dared to utter my paffion. 

Fred. But how can you hope to-gain her heart with- 
out folicitation, 

Duke, For that purpofe Ihave at length retained a 
female folicitor, Mademoifelle, whom I have fent to 
exertall her artificeto win her tothe court. Ihave no 
reliance but upon her fkill; but here they come.—Let 
us retires and watch their converfation. 


SC EN E Iv.- 
Mademoifelle and Phillis. 


Mad. An! machere, how you be fo merry, fo gay 
dans un etat fi pauvre; you no livein de vorld. 
Phil, The obfcurity of my condition is the means of 
my happinefs; what have I to difturb my tranquility ? 
ted. Tranquillite, Oh! miferable ; come, come, me 
know fometing vou’d make dat little heart go pit a pat; 
you demand vat you pleafe: you be fatisfaite; der be de 
caroffe, de coach, de diamond, de valets for Madame: 
you pay de vifite, you be carry in de chair up and down, 
de grand hoop touch your head, and let me fee, der be 
von two, tre, Laquais vid a flambeaux, de crie, by your 
leave; clear the vay there ? Phil. 
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Phil. Alack-a-day, who will give me all thefe fine 
things? 

Mad. You know; don’t you: be a gentilhommes he 
come fometimes, pour la chafe, to hunt. 

Phil. Oh! that civil gentleman, who calls himfelf the 
duke’s friend, he has promifed to fpeak a word for us 
at court ; and, to be fure, he'll do us real fervices, for 
he profefles great regard. 

Mad. Ah! Morbieu! your beautécommand de l’amour 
de love, comme, you will briller at de court. 

Phil. Ah! madam, J feeyou laugh at me, | am not de- 
figned for fuch fine folks, I fhould be afhamed to fhew 
my face at court. 

Mad. Point du tout, der be no fhame at the court, der 
be des plaifir, de balis, de converfation,’ de Jetel badinage 
in de corner; you bedrefs in fine filk, de gold, de filver, 
de flounces, de mignonettes, then, ah! madame; your 
toilette. 

Phil, Toilette, what’s that ? . 

Mad. De treafure of de fine ladies, der they embellifh 
their charms nature’lle. 


AJR. 


Yes, that’s a magazine of arms, 
To triumph over time, 
Whence beauty borrows half her charms, 
And always keeps her primes 
At that, the prude, coquette and faint, 
Induftrious ‘fets ber face, 
While powder, patch and wafh and paint, 
Repair or give a grace. 
To arch the brow there lies the bruh, 
Lhe comb to tinge the hairs * 
\The fpanifh wool to give the bluf 
The pearl to die them fair. 
Hence rife the wrinkled, old and gra, 
In frefheft beauty firong, 
As Venus fair, as Flora gay, 
As Flebe ever young. 


T don’t 


Phil. This is paft my comprehenfion. — 
underftand it.—ShallI grow handfomer at courts 
cs ah Mad. 
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Mad. Aye,to be fure. . 

Phil. 1 fhould like it vaftly ; I wifh I was there, had 
I more charms, Colin, perhaps, might love me better. 

Mad. Courage, try, Madame. 

Phil. Uhave'a good mind, and yetI am ‘afraid ;—but 
fee yonder comes the gentleman who belongs to the 
Duke. [ Zxit Mademoifelle. 


i ite Joes ie Sana lor 


Duke. Good Morrow, fair maiden ; what, ftill at your 
ruftic employments; fie, fie, to bury {uch charms in the 
country Is treafon againft beauty. 

Phil. Indeed, fir, your language is paft my fimple 
underftanding, a fine outlandifh gentlewoman was here 
but now, and fhe talked of riddles tome; pray, fir, can 
you explain them; fhe told me that there was a receipt 
at court to make beauty everlafting, and that fomebody 
adores me; for my part I can’t find out what fhe means. 

Duke. Oh! Phillis. 

Phil. Blefs me, fir, you figh, is there any thing gives 
you pain ; what’s the matter with you? 

Duke. I love you, Phillis. 

Phil. 1s that all ?—and fo you love me. 

Duke. Moft fincerely. : 

Phil. tam glad on’t. 

Duke. Indeed! 

Phil, Ay, indeed, fir, furely, fir, you will not deny 
the requeftof her-you love. 

Duke. No, Phillis, no, name it and be fatisfied. 

Phil. You know, fir, they are continually hunting 
here from morning to night, if you have any intereft, 
good fir, {peak to the Duke that. we may be no more 
troubled with him, for my part Ican’t find out what 
has poffefled them to run over our fields in fuch a man- 
ner; forthe pleafure of killing a little leverte, they'll 
deftroy you forty acres of corn; only fee. 

Duke. Be fatishied—your requett is already granted. 

Phil. 1 thank you, fir, with all my heart, and above 
all, 1 beg you will never come here, for I don’t like to 
fee you.® . : ; 

Duje, What ! how’s that, Phillis ? I hoped— 


Phil, 
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Phil, Hoped— pray what, fir? 

Duke. You don’t love me then. 

Pbil. L! not I, indeed, I love Collin. 

Duke. Vexation! Who’s Collin, who? 

Pail, A young man in our parifh who courts me, and 
has promis’d me marriage. 

Duke. Confider, Phillis, do not throw away your 
affections, place them more properly, let me conjure 
you. [taking hold of ber hand. 


S Gb NGE Vi: 
Enter Colin. 


Col. Softly, foftly, mafter, you’ may not touch our 
Phillis. 

Duke. So, here is my worthy rival. 

Phil. I pray, fir, do not hurs him. 

[Putting her felf before Colin. 

Duke- Be not alarmed pretty maiden, I come not here 
to caufe unhappinefs, he refts fecure forme. If Colin is 
indeed fo.dear to you, be aflured Iam his friend.—Oh, 
that I could renounce this weaknefs. 

Col, Plague on the friendfhip of the fox, who comes in 
fuch a civil leering way to fteal away the chickens,—if 
you muft needs pamper yourfelf with a delicate morfel, 
e’en look for it elfewhere. 


DUET. I¥ 0; 
Phil. Be calm, I pray, my true love, dear, 


You know not what you're doing, 
A lord is in our prefence here, 
Affront may prove our ruin. 
Col. How can I e’er believe him fuch, 
Thefe crafty wiles purfuing, 
My lord, you honour me too much.—(to Duke. 
A plague on both your wooing. 
Phil, O4/ prithee, ceafe your idle prate, 
Your folly muft undo us, 
Kou know not, froma man fo great, 
What favour may come to us. 


Phil. 
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. Col. Beliewe not what the courtiers fwear, 
They ruin whilft they’re civil ; 
I thank you, fir, for all your care.—(to Duke. 
Such kindnefs is the devil. 


Duke. I was in hopes my tendernefs might have won 
upon you, the happy Colin, I perceive, interefts you 
more : may he be the means of compleating your hap- 
pinefs, tho’ lam rewarded with afflictions. But your 
will fhall.be my Jaw. Adieu, remember, think upon 
my love, and be aflured of every fervice in my power. 


[ Exit. 
SSCP ONG VL. 


Col. Thank heaven, the coaft is clear, and all is 
calm again. 

Phil. Indeed, Colin, you treated the gentleman much 
too roughly.——He is a Jord, and he has promifed to 
carry me to court. 

Col. To court! and will you go? 

Phil. To be fure, why not, they fay it isa charming 
place, we'll go together, love. 

Col. Hear me, Phillis, nothing that’s handfome is fafe 
at court; his defign is to betray you, which you den’t 
feem to fufpect. ‘He talked to you about love, why 
did you liften to him, Phillis? 

Phil. What if he did talk about love, his love is 
hopelefs; and your courtiers are too well bred to offend 
again{t good manners, 


Col. Yes, yes, they are fuch fort of folks to be fure— 

ou have found them fo. 

Phil. nt do you fufpeét me, I only give ear to 
fuch difcourfe to laugh at it, to laugh with you, my 
dear Colin, remain fecure in that affurance. — 

Col. O, no doubt, that is charming and fine; but 
don’t I fee him at this very moment lurking about and 
ftaring upon you, as if he’d look you through and 
through; and he is not yet gone about his bufinefs, go 
home to your own cottage, to-morrow you are to be my 


wife, go along without any more to do, I tell you it 
mutt be fo 


Poi. -1 can't. 
Cal. 
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Col. You muft. 

Phil. 1 won’t. 

Col. You fhall. 

Phil. Mighty well, Colin, I don’t deferve this, at 
your hands; let me alone. 


Ay IER: 
Be not fo crofs and rude, 
You vex, you hurt me-—~ch—= 
My lord is much toe good, 
To fee me treated fo. 


His lordfhip’s tender care, 


| Shall keep me free from harm 3 
£1 tell him all, 1 fwear 
O lud! you break my arm. 


SCEN Eo:VHk 
Enter Duke and Frederick. 


Duke. Infolent villain, releafe her this inflant. 

Col. Let us alone, fir, I.befeech you, ’tis our own 
affair, and you have nothing to do with us. 

Fred, Stand off fellow, it is the Duke, 

Phil. The Duke; you the Duke! 

Duke. Yes, I endeavoured to conceal my rank, that 
your love might be difinterefted, but to preferve you I 
will now ufe my own authority-—come hither. 

Col, The Duke-——the Devil ! [ Afide. 

Duke. Come, Phillis, and adorn my court, there your 
beauty fhall fhine with all its advantages, and partake 
with the fovereign the homage of al] hearts. 

Phil, Yes, fir, I will go with you. 

Duke. Then Frederick, to you 1 commit the charge 
of conduéting my fair one to court. [ Ext. 

Phil. (ta Calin) Henceforth you fhall learn to prize 
me better. 

Col. Was ever fuch perfidy ! 

AIR. 
Phil. Go, feek fome nymph of humbler lot, 
To fhare thy board and deck thy cot, 
With joy I fly the fimple youth 
Who balds me light, or doubts my truth. 
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Thy breaft for love tog wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleajure flown : 
Nor { my faith reward a fwain 
Iho doubis my love, or thinks me vains 


5 C. EON E~ IX. 


Col. A plague take the whole fex, fay ], they are as 
light as chaff and fickle as the wind. 


Enter Madamoifelle and Hobbinol. 


Fred. Well, madam, 1 congratulate you; you'll go 
with us to court; fuch charms were never defigned for 
a country village, . 

Mad. Oui Madame, you come vid us to court; ‘tis 
pity. en verite, that beauty comme la votre be bury dans 
groffierete de la campagne, 

Phil: I f{carce know what to refolve 
heart flutter with eagernefs, joy and fear. 

Mad. Fear—what fear—you fhall be adored, loved and 
admired by all oui, madame, the fovereign of all de 
lord and de envy des toutes les dames. 

Col. I burft with rage. Afide. 

Fred. Banifh from your heart evety doubt, and pre- 
pare yourfelf for unbounded happinefs and good fortune. 

Col, 1 ean hold no longer——lI have a mind to break 
his head. ; Afides 

(goes for a cudgel: 

Mad. Allons, madame, courage, you go to pleafure, 
fortune, and grandeur. 

Col. (difcavering himfelf.) Stand off there, all of you: 
let the girl atone, or I'll let you feel the weight of this 
cudgel. 

Hob. Hold, hold, are you mad? give me your ftick. 

Col. I won't. 

fired. My {word fhall anfwer this infolence. 

Phil. Mad. Part them for heaven’s fake. 


I feel my 


QUINTETTO. 


Col. JI fear not your fword, 
Though you be a lord, 
You may /wagger and ftare, 
. Come on if you dare. 
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Fred. You uwmannerly knave, 

Do you know whom you brave ? 

You're faucy and rude, 

How dare you intrude. 
Phi Ah ! Colin, forbear, 
Mad ie ! fir, take care. 

E For heaven's fake be qui 
Hob. ios alicia 
Don’t raife fuch a riot. 

Col. The time yet may come, 
Fred. When I'll pay you home: 


dgel wrk 
ak My { bi is i feoall teach you. 
ao Lf eer [can reach you. 


Phil. I pray you have done, 
Mad. SF or pity begone, 
Hob. O fortune accurft ! 
: vexation I 
All. With eT a it butiptong 


A Cate Tite Cy EN SE ay 
- A Toilet, Phillis dreffing. 


Madamoifelle and Clara, 


eA LR: 
Phil, HANK you ladies, for your cares q 
But I pray you both forbear, 


Sure I am all oer feratches, 

That your curious hands muft place, : 
Such odd fpots upon my face, 

With your pencils, paint and patches: 
How J totter in my gait, 
from a drefs of fo much weight, 

With my robe too dangling afters 
Could my Colin now but fee, 
What a thing they've made of me, 

Ob he'd fplit bis fides with laughter. 


D You 
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You have made a ftrange figure of me indeed at laft, 
thefe things are wonderous aukward to me, pray let’s 
have done. 

Mad. A \eetel more rogue for votre ladyfhip filvous 

lait. 
; Phil. Ladyfhip! don’t laugh at me. ° 

Mad. Von \ettel bit more, 

Phil. More daubing! have done. Ill no more on’t, 

Cla. Your diamonds, madam. 

Phil. O how they fparkle—but there are fome flow- 
ers—pho, they have no fmell—every thing is unnatural 
here, beauty is but a painted fign, all is impoftor even 
to the very flowers. 

Cla. Thefe flowers, ma’am, are made to pleafe the 
fight, not the fmell, and in this inflanee they excell 
thofe of nature, 

Mad. Quelle amiable figure. 

Cia. How immenfely elegant horrid creature ! 


Afides 


Phil, {overhearing] What did you fay ? 

Cla. You'll be the obje&t of general adoration, all the 
world will feel the force of your charms. 

Phil, Charms ! are thefe your charms? J hardly know 
mytelf ; and yet after all, a peacock, a jay, or a but- 
terfly is dreft ten times finer. Here are gold, and filver, 
and jewels, and ribbands of all the colours in the rain- 
bow—a great hoop that hides my real figure, wafhes 
that take away my natural complexion, fhoes that will 
cripple me, and flays that make me crooked. I wifh I 
was in my own cloaths again. 

AIR. 
When late a fimple ruftic laf;, 
Lrow’d without conftraint ; 
A ftream was all my looking-glafi, 
And health my oaly paint. 
The charms I boaft, (alas how few!) 
f gave.to nature's care: 
As vice ne'er fpoil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair. ; 

Mad. Pardonne moi, votre ladyfhip fing mighty vell, 
pon my vord, but you want de bon ton. 

Cla, 
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Cla. Ayé, there it is, your ladythip has no Italian ex 
preffion, which is the life and foul of all mufick, the 
very eflence of harmony. Your fingers of tafte will 
run up and dewn the ladder of founds from the cellar 
up tothe garret, now rumbling along till they make 
your ears crack again, and then in the piano they ex- 
pire like a fwan to theirown melody. In our favourite 
compofition we are not contented with making the 
found an echo to the fenfe,. but by a happy tumbling 
of both together, create the moft agreeable confufion of 
harmony in the univerfe. 

Phil. It may be very fine, but I don’t like it; this 
tafte, as you call it, feems to have declared war againtt 
mature, and turned all her works topfy-turvy; pray 
thal] I meet with all thefe fopperies at court ? 

Cla. Court, madam, abounds with curiofities; there 
you will meet a thoufand objects to entertain you ; there 
are your pretty little creatures with high heels to their 
fhoes, and folitaires round their necks, that look fo la- 
dy-like you would think they were women with fwords 
by their fides: then there are your precife puppets trot- 
ting along with formal bands under their chins, and 
plaftered wigs upon their head, whifpering ftrange no- 
things in your ear, and exhibiting at one view the moft 
whimfical combination of pride and fervility. 


A TR: 

Phil, Hoa ffrange the mode which truth neglects, 

And refts all beauty in defedts ! 

But we by homely nature taught, 

Tho rude in fpeech, are plain in thought. 
Phil. Come, then, I long to be there, let us to courte 
Mad. Vave de honour to prefent milady vid her fan. 
Phil. Dear me, what ufe can I make of this ? oi 
Cia. This is a wonderful inftrument, its exercife is 


various and elegant. 
Mad. { vill tell you, I vil thew you de ufe, madame. 


ALTIR: 
For various purpofe ferves the fan, 
As thus a decent blind ; 
, Between the Gicks to peep at many 
Nor yet betray your mind. 


Each 
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Each a&ion has a meaning plain, 
Refentment’s in the nap, “ 

A flirt expreffes firong difdain, 
Confent a gentle tap. 

All paffions will the fan difclofe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage fweetly fbews 
The band, if not the heart. 

°Tis folly's Sceptre, firft defign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 

Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Duke and Frederick. 


Duke. Yes, Frederick, I do obferve, nay, pity her 
though from her delicacy fhe has not hitherto up- 
braided me, I perceive the princefs entertains ftrong 
fufpicions, which you know are but too well grounded. 

Fred. Yet thofe, my Jord, are eafily removed. 

Duke. And how? 

Fred. Your highnefle’s orders have already done it, for 
what you promifed Phillis will be a proof, by which 
Emily cannot fufpect that this amour has any thing 
real init. When this fame Colin, whom the young 
madam doats on, comes to court, his love will be a 
blind for your’s. ; 

-Duke. ‘True, I have fent for him, but what then ?— 
pray explain. ; 

Fred. The aukward fimplicity of country lovers, muft 
make an agreeable contraft with the elegance of court 
manners, an amufement only fit for laughter, as fuch 
Only you defigned it, for that purpofé you brought 
them hither for entertainment and obferyation, the 
princefs cannot fufpect your defigns upon Phillis when ~ 
her own Collin is permitted to be with her, and you 
will eafily find means to compafs your intentions when 
all fufpicions are quieted, 


AIR, 
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faa? 
Lhe harfe refolve O yet with-hold, 


+ Forbear her gentle heart to grieve, 
Lf only painful truth is told, 
°Tis mercy to deceive. 
Our wifbes aid cach fight difguife, 
“4nd love the place of truth /upplies. 


Duke. But fee, the princefs comes—I would avoid 
her. [ Exeunt: 


S.C. E.N:E. Ii. 
Enter Emily and Clara. 


Emi. He fhuns me, Clara, alas! ’tis now beyond all 
doubt. 

Cla. Do not torment yourfelf, and create imaginary 
affliction. - 
AIR 


” 
Ourfelves too often we deceive, 
And wrong our judzment to believe, 
When thinking barfoly of the fuain, 
We cheat our hopes and brood on pain. 


Emi. With the generality of women, I confefs, the 
heart is not fo much affected as their vanity is hurt by’ 
the ficklenefs of their lovers. Self-love is too often the 
link which unites their fouls, but the only intereft 
which {ways my bofom is the pureft and tendereft af- 
feGtion. ~ 

Cla, Believe me, madam, the Duke is no ftranger to 
your tendernefs—he will return it. 

Emi. Yeu would comfort me, I fee—perhaps I am 
alarm’d, from too flight a caufe, however, watch their _ 
fteps if you regard your miftrefs- 

sy AIR, 

If tyrant love with crue! dart, 
Transfix the maidens tender heart, 
Of eafy faith and fond belief, . 
She hugs the dart and aids the ibiefe 

Till 
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Till left her helple/s frate to mourn, 
Negleéted, loving and forlorn, 

She finds, while grief her bofom frings, 
4s well as darts the god has wings. 


But who is this the Duke brings with him—oh, ’tis the 
village nymph, he fo much doats on. I muft obferve 
them. [ Exit. 


S CEN B<Iv. 
Enter Phillis and Duke. 


Duke. Well, what think you of the court, does it 
delight you, Phillis? 

Phil. It is the feat of wonders: every thing changes 
character here; the men are quite different ; | met ome 
who is the lord of the manor in our neighbourhood, a 
very proud gentleman amongft us, he carries his head 
fo high and fo fierce, and threatens folks with his cane 
in the country if they do but look upon him, here he 
was bowing and fcraping and cringing like a fpaniel. 
Why are they fo complaifant here, thefe great folks 
who terrify and domineer over us in the country? Does 
the court make ‘them fo much better? No, I believe, 
if they do any good here, ’tis only to get a right to do 
fomething bad elfewhere. 

Duke. | hear you with pleafure ; did not the brilliancy 
and politenefs of the court furprize you. 

Phil. Oh! they were extravagantly polite, indeed, 
they paid their compliments with wonderful civility and 
ran over my perfon and features in a loud. whifper 
with the moft minute obfervation—upon my word fhe’s 
a mighty pretty tight thing, quite an angel for the 
country, what apoor little innocent it is, what an air 
fhe has, what a walk, what a voice. ae 

Duke. Oh that is meer pleafantry—they’ll be more 
careful by and by, and fhew you infinitely more refpect, 
they will beeager to invent new diveérfions for you, 
they will read your wifhes in your eyes, and 1 my dear 
will ferve them as amodel. 

‘ SCENE 


PHELLIS.a COURT. 23 
S CEIN- EY, 
Enter Emily and Clara. 


Emi. to Phil. So, madam, you have made a_ noble con- 
queft. Suffer me I befeech you to pay my homage where 
the Duke pays his. 

Duke. Nay, but Emily, you mifunderftand—— 

Emi. Your fuperior charms— [to Phil. 

Phil. Pray, madam, do not mock me. 

Emi. Don't difturb yourfelf, my lord, my prefence in- 
terrupts, I fee. I will retire. [to the Duke. 

Phil. Stay, flay, we have no fecret to talk of. The 
Duke and I— 

Emi. underfiand you, madam, it were wonderful, 
indeed, if charms like yours had not moft terrible effects. 

A<ER. 
I muft approve your highne/s flame, 
Your paffion for the fair ; 
And allthe world muft feel the James 
Who marks her foape and air. 
A mein Jo rich in ev'ry graces 
Her manners fo polite, 


Such beauty beaming from her face,— 
Was ever fuch a fright ! 


Phil. So, then, the Duke is her lover, yes, yes, I 
plainly perceive it. Upon my word, this place abounds 
with very odd cuftoms (to the Duke) can you divide your 
heart to two at a time (to Emily) the Duke loves me 
too, madam, he has fworn it. 

Emi. (ironically to the Duke) Meer pleafantry, that’s all. 


Duke. Nay, but I affure you. [toLmi. 
Phil, You need not be under any apprehenfions on my 
account, for my part I love Colin. [to Em. 


Duke. Yes, yes, Colin is her love, and Colin {hall 
come. I told you fo (to Emily) don’t give any credit. 
Emi. I believe nothing. 
Duke.’ Twas but awhim that caufed all this; for 
I imagined the ruftic fimplicity of thefe peafants, might 
make 


“ 
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make an agreeable contraft with the refined manners of 
our courtiers. 

Emi. (forcing alaugh) A very ridiculous proje&, truly. 
Oh! we thali be charmingly amufed, come, Jet us hear 
fome of her prattle—Well, my dear, and how do you 
like the court? . 

Phil. May I fpeak, my lord ? 

Duke. Oh, what you pleafe. } 

Phil. ‘Then, if | muft fairly confefs the truth, I am 
heartily tired of this horrid place; where eveiy object I 
perceive feems a contradiction tocommon fenfe; their 
whole defign is to reverfe nature ; where people are for 
ever buly in doing nothing ; where they eat without 
appetite, and lie down without reft, where their mirth 
is all grimace, and their pleafure nothing but perpetual 
noife. : 

Cla. Her obfervarion, madam, to me feems perfectly 
juft; groves and retirements are your only places for 
innocence and fimplicity. 


Be? 


Along your verdant lowly vale, 
Calm Zephyr breathes a gentle gale, 
But ruftling thro’ the lofty trees, 
It frvells beyond the peaceful breexe. 
Thus free from enuy’s poifon'd dart, 
You boaft a pure unruffied heart ; 
While jarring thoughts our peace deform, 
And Jwell our paffions to a ftorm. 
Emi. And, pray, when is fhe to return to her village 
again, is fhe to go to-morrow? 
Phil. No, fir, to night, to night, I befeech you, the 
fooner the better. 
Emi. Come, come, then, let us leave her to prepare 
for her journey, and indulge her meditation on her be- 
Joved Colins your fervant my dear. 
Duke. Adieu, Phillis, don’t be uneafy, your Colin will 
foon be ‘here, [ExeuntDuke and Emily. 
Phil. Your fervant, my dear, a mighty pretty fubject 
to laugh at, truly; e’en keep your Duke to yourfelf, I 
want none of him, 1 am fure, I did not come here to 
look fcr him. (weeping) I have nothing to reproach 
mylelf with, only let them fuffer me to go, and I fhall 
be 
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be happy. Is it my fault, what have I to do with it? 
If Colin was to treat me fo, inftead of making myfelf fo 
pleafant with other folks; I fhould die for grief. [Ewit. 


Enter Mademoifelle. 


Mad. V otre fervante, I have de meflage from the Duke 
pour vous maame. 

Cla. Meflage to me! What does his highnefs coms 
mand ? 

Mad You know Colin, he be arrive at de court, le 
prince bid you and. Ito try vid our charms to engager 
his heart to make an imprefiion. 

‘Col. 1 underftand it, to detach him from Phillis, and 
breed a quarrel between them; well, for my part, I fhall 
enter intothe fcheme very fincerely ; 1 know Colin, he 
is a fmart lad, andI can never fee any objection to a 
little amufement with a handfome young fellow 
but fure, I fee him yonder, coming this way—let us firft 
ftand afide, and obferve him. 


“$C ENE Vi 


Ae Tero | 


Col. Plague take fuch folks, 
Their whims, their jokes, 
With their nonfenfe, rant and riot 
This calls me clown, 
That fhoves me down, 
Can a body ne'er be quiet. 


So pufh dabout, 
Thruf? in, thruft out, 
In a tumult, noife and hurry, 
P'm fqueez'd to death, 
L’ve loft my breath, 
And my wits run burry, furry. 

Here have they dragged me out of the country to 
make a fool and laughing ftock of me; a parcel of fer- 
vants, [think they called them, though I took them far 
lords, they were all fo be-laced and be-ruffled, have put 
me into this drefs farfooth, in fpite of my teeth, and 

E what 


i 
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what have Ito do with thefe tawdry trappings; I want 
nothing in this world but mine own {weet-heart, Phil- 
lis ; they came truly to fetch me hither, and yet I can’t 
find her 3a plague upon ’em, every thing diftracts me : 
I know not whether I ftand on my head or my legs. 

Cla. V\l e’en go and accoft him—fir, fir. o 

Col. Lud, lud, what can this fine lady want with me, 
how fhe furveys mes | believe fhe’ll look me through 
and through. 

Cla. Pray, fir, what occafion can have brought you 
to court? . . 

Gol. Me, | only come to look for our Phillis, 

Cla, Who, fir, Phillis ! 

Col. Yes, a tight lafs of our parifh, who has promifed 
to be my wife, but fhe has left me in the lurch, 

Cla. You amaze me ! That is fcarce poffible. 

Col. Aye, forfooth, but it’s true. 

Gla. But after all, fir, why fhould that-give you any 
manner of uneafinefs: a perfon of your figure, | am 
fure, has it always in his power to make a better choice : 
you were never made to be treated with difdain. I tell 
you fo, fir, as a friend. 

Col. A friend to me madam: LordI never faw you 
before in my life. 

Cla. Upon my word, fir, I with you well. 

Mad, E moi auffi, ah Monfieur you be charmant, my 
heart vill not refufe to love you. 

Col, You too madam! and without knowing me. Oh 
this is the fine French lady. [ 4fide. 

Mad. ( Afide) Lave de feetle fecret intention pour 
my felf.) Ob, menfieur les gens de your condition be 
very vell known. 

Cla. You havea certain air in your countenance, an 
appearance in your drefs.—— 

Col. Oh madam, upon my word,——— 

Cla, Which fufficiently explain themfelves to my 
eyes. 

Col. O, as to that, your ladyfhip.— 

Mad. Ah der be gran de politeffe, you be fo polite, 
morbleu, 

Col. Politenefs ! J polite! indeed, madam, I don’t pre- 
tend to know any thing of the matter. To be fure L 


was 
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was always counted a civil body, and I know how to 
keep my diftance, and doff my hat, for | know that’s 
ee manners for certain, when one talks to a great 
ady. 

Mad. But you be un gentil homme. 

Col. A gentleman, I a gentleman ! O Jud, O Jud. 

Mad. But you be too modefte ; dat be of no fervice at 
court. 

Cal. Yes, yes, forfooth Iam a country gentleman. 

Cla. And that, fir, is all in all, that isa fufficient re- 
commendation, and a peculiar protection. 

Col. ( Afide) Ods bud, but I believe thefe ladies fure 
have taken a fancy to me, they had good reafon indeed 
who told me, one need but fhew ones face at court to 
make ones fortune. 

Cla. Blefs me, whata charming figure, what eafe, 
what elegance; Oh, fir, if you come hither to make 
your fortune, you cannot fail of fuccefs; come, come, 
you fhall be my fervant. 

Mad. Non, non, don’t mind vat fhe fay, Monfieur, if 
you vil! marry me, Ihave de |’ argent, I vill give you 
de money, de lace coat, de coach. 

Col. Why, to be fure,; madam, to a poor fellow like 
me.—_— 

Cla. O heavens! what ails me, I am fo dizzy I can 
hardly itand, lord how my heart flutters. 

col. O madam, madam, fhall I affift you. 

Cla. No fir, I thank you, not at all; [ begin to reco- 
ver, I feel myfelf grow better apace. 

Col Indeed, madam, you frighten me, what would 
you have me do, pray fpake, madam. 

Cla. You mufi—O, fir, {pare my blufhes, lord how I 
tremble—you muft—love me a littlek—can you, will you. 

Col. This can be no trick, It grieves me to fee her in 
fuch a taking, I'll e’en pretend to fa}l in love with her. 

Mad. Stay, fir, come vid me, { vil] make your fortune. 

Col, Adad, | muft have fomething about me, more than 
J dreamt of, to makefuch quick impreffions on ladies of 
fuch high fafhion, I don’t know what to refolve—I 
havea great mind to.— 

Phillis enters behind. 
Phil. O heavens what do I fee. 
Cla. Will you agree to my propofal, Mad, 
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Mad. Vili you give me your hand; do you doubt, 
am I fo difacrecable. 

Cla. Am I fo frightful f 

Col. Why, ladies, fure you make a jeft of a country lad 

here.—Is it poffible—can I believe my fenfes. 

Phil. (behind) Grant me patience ! 

Mad. \ proteft fur mon honour. 

Cla. I {ware.— : 

Col. Why then—I never was hard hearted in my days. 

Phil. (Difcovering herfelf) Oh, villain, have I caught 
you—now look upon me, is it thus you reward your 
Phillis ? 

Col. Phillis, what do I fee, Phillis. 

Phil. You falfe man, it is Phillis, I have found you now. 
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Phil. Ah, traytor! vain, I See 
Your boaft of love fincere, 
But vengeance Joon feall free 
This bofom from its care. 
Col. From blame this bofom’s frees 
Reproaches then forbear, 
My heart is fixt on thee, 
And boafts of love fincere. 
Mad. Yon pouting creature never mind. 
Cla. If foe upbraids you I'll be kind. 
Mad. } No longer fhy, no longer cloy, 
Cla. § Come dwell with us, with love and joy.. 
Col. Was mortal ever fo diftreft ? 
But three to one are odds too great. 
Phil, Go, favage wretch, that faithle/s breaft 
Is now the objed of my hate. 
Mad. Thofe wanton curls, thofe meaning eyes, 
Cla. That graceful foape, that roguifh air ! 
Mad. i Bids every oft emotion rife, 
Cla. And fomething ftirs,—TI don’t know where. 
Col. By turns to each inclin d, . 
Sufpenfe diftratis my mind : 
"Tis torment too Jevere, 
For fiefh and blood to bear : 
To end the ftrife,’twixt you and mes 
L wifh the devil had the three. (afide. 
Cla. Well, is it not provoking, 
Pm vext with all my joking, 
. And ev'ry art in vain I try: Phil. 
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Phil. | Was ever maid fo /pighted ? 
To fee myfelf thus flighted, 
And Juch fine ladies by. 
Mad. Fine /port to deftroy my own eafe, 
By firiving my neighbour to teaxe: 
Well, fure, heres a comical fet, 
Of impertinents very well met. . 
Chorus. From tyrant love proceeds our care, 
Lowe's cruel empire who can bear! 
Begone then love, fly far away, 
No more thy diGates we obey: 
A poor reward thy votaries gains 


A moment's blifs, and age of pain. 


Ae Cau lite Se GakieNvE<s I. 
A Street. 


Hobbinol and Damond. 


Dam. YE, aye, neighbour, your fine folk, for all 

their vapouring and bouncing, areno honefter 
than they fhould be. Who would have thought that 
our Phillis would have been fent for to court ! 

Hob. Sent for, quoth a; no Damon, trapanned, drawn 
in by artifice.—Lord ! what a parcel of nonfenfe of teeth, 
and lips, and ivory, and coral, and diamonds did fome 
of thefe puppets pour out before the wenches in our 
Village, till the maids grew fo fantaftic that they did not 
know their heads from their tails. 

Dam. Fair words cover foul dealings; give me plain 
f{peech, and plain manners, I fay. 

Hob. By my troth, Gaffer, I never could abide thefe 
leg making gentry, who bow, and fcrape, and palaver, 
with their hats ftuck like gizzards, under their arms; 
and all the while they mean no more by their civility 
‘than to cukold the hufband, or debauch the daughter. 

Dam. Thank heaven, Hobbinol, we have none of thofe 
vices; we are not fo polite, and in good truth, I envy 
none of thofe fort of folk. 

AIR. 

Tho my drefs, as my manners, is fimple and plain, 

A rafcal I bate, and aknave I difdain ; 

My dealings wre juft, and my confcience is clear, 

And I'm richer than thofe that have thoufands a year. 
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Tho’ bewt down with age, and for fporting uncouth, 

L feel no remorfe from the follies of youth 5 

IT fill tell my tale, and rejoice in my Jong, 

And my boys think my life not a moment too long. 

Let the courtiers, thofe dealers in grin and grimace, 

Creep under, dance over, for title or place ; 

Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 

That of honeft I prize, and that title’s my own. 

Hob. But {ure they cannot mean mifchief to our young 
couple, fince my boy Colin has been fent for to court 
with all hafte, and to meet your Phillis, they faid. 
Body o’me, how their eyes will fparkle when they meet 
each other! I'll warrant you now fhe is as-melancholy 
as a turtle that has Joft its mate. 

Dam. But for my part, Hobbinol, I cannot abide the 
thoughts of her being at court; why the place is for 
all the world like a fair, full of nonfenfe, noife and 
fhew. : 
Hob. Aye, neigbour, they keep fair here all the year 
round, and a plentiful market too, only the goods now 
and then are a little ftale. 

Dam. A plague take their town manners, I fay, 
though I doff my hat never fo low, and befpeak them 
never fo civilly, they do but laugh in my face; adod, I 
think we have been as proper folks as the beft of them 
in our time. They mun keep their flaunts and fleers to 
themfelves. It is a wonderment to me, neighbour, 
how we found our way hither. 

Hob. Or how we efcaped whole from fo many dan- 
gers. Ithought I fhould have had my body fqueezed © 
to death by one of thofe fidgetting fellows, with poles 
in his hands, and a chair at his backfide, who thruft 
me into the kennel almoft under the wheel of a coach, 
and then furlily cried out—** by your leave”’—Had I 
known that had been the way of afking, civil queftion, 
ecod! but I would have had my crutch ready to have 
given him an anfwer. 

Dam. Well, well, thefe difafters are at an end now. 

Hob, True, Gaffer, true, we mun not bide here, we 
muft try what we can to recover our children; and for 
my part, 1 do think Colin will be, perfect mad if he 
miffes his dear Phillis, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S*CckeNeE H. 
An Antichamber in the Palace. 
Enter Frederick, Phillis, and Madamoifelle. 

Fred. 1 am forry Colin’s inconftancy fhould give you 
fo much diftrefs; accidents of that fort, are fo com- 
mon here, nobody regards thems a little farther ac- 
quaintance with court, will convince you the failing 
is too general to deferve much blame, 

ATR. 

From flower to flower the Butterfly, 
Over fields, or gardens ranging : 
Sips frveets from each, and flutters by, 

And all his life is changing. 
Thus roving man new objects fway, 
By various charms delighted : 
Whilft foe who pleases moft to-day, 

To-morrow Jfhall be flighted. 

Phi, Faithlefs, faithlefs Colin ! and pray Madamoifelle, 
does Colin know the duke defigns to vifit me? 

Mad. Oui, oui, he be informed long fince, poor foul. 

Phi. The news of it has affected him, no doubt. 

Mad. Certainement madaine, pour little quarter of 
an hour or fo. 

Fred. \ beheld him run up and down, ftamping and 
tearing, and raving and rending like a madman, then 
he’d ftop fhort of a fudden, and folding his arms like a 
lover de{pairing betide a clear ftream, heave a defperate 
figh, with the moft rueful length of face mortal ever 
beheld. ' , 

Mad, Vraiment it was pitoyable cafe, 

AIR. 


Ob! "twould pierce a heart of fronts 
Go hear him voar and blybber: 

So great a lover ne'er was known, 
—Nor eer fo great a lubber. 

Like littlé mafter left alone, 
By gay mamma forfaken: 

With hiecup, fob, and fizh and groans 
His heart is almof? breaking. 

Fred. But like the reft of his fex, forrow took no 
faft hold of him, ’twas but an April fhower, and all 
was fair again, 

Phil. Indeed, were it not for his treachery, I could 
almoft find in my heart to pitv him—But [ find myfelf 
ftrangely fatigued; your pleafures here pall the mind, 
without entertaining it, my fpirits are quite overpowered. 
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Fred. Lam glad of it, now, now you begin to have 
the bon ton——i was fure your Jadyfhip could not be fo 
long amongft the polite world without catching the 
manners of it. ’Tis nothing but nerves, and fafhion- 
able vapours. A thing of courfe. ‘ 

Phil. Vapours and weak nerves, why can. it be a 
fafhion to be fick! : , 

Fred. O lord! its downright ungenteel to be other- 
wife, your ruddy complexion, and aGtive limbs, may do 
very well for a dairy maid in the country; but here 
they are perfectly unneceflary, nay, abfolutely improper. 

. Lord ma’m it is as unfafhionable for a fine lady to be 
without a complaint, as to be out of debt. 

Phil. The more I obferve your manners here, the 
more they furprife me. But there is a fcheme come 
into my head: were it not poffible Mademoifelle that 
Colin might be conceal’d fomewhere hereabouts, that 
he may overhear our intercourfe ? 

Mad. Sans doubte, madame, but pourquoi for what 
purpofe ? . 

Phil. The deareft in the world, revenge, 

Mad. Ah, dat be the moft delicious morfel. 

Fred. And the injuftice he has done you by his fuf- 
picions, deferves the worft of mortifications from your 
hands. 

Phil, Well, then, fir, to you and Mademoifelle I leave 
the management of this affair. ‘The Duke will be de- 
lighted with it. Adieu, I fhall attend his highnefs’s 
pleafure. Exeunt Fred. and Mad 
If Colin blames me now, ’tis not without reafon, but 
I will ftill furprife him more, he fhall be fatisfied as to 
the interview between the Duke and me, and if my 
contrivance fucceeds, the princefs too fhall be ferved— 
Alas! why cameI hither? Is it the air I breathe which 
poifons all my peace? At home my‘only thought was 
mirth 3 there all was bape ds pleafure and happinefs , 

AIR. 
When far from fafbion’s gilded Jcene, 
£ breath’d my native air ; 
My thoughts were calm, my mind Serene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. 
But now no more myfelf I find, 
Difira&ion reads my breaft ; 
Whilft hopes and fears difturb my mind, 
dud banifh all iny reff. SCENE 
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Enter Emily and Clara, 


Emi. So, Clara, I ftill find her here, you fee. The 
fo much boafted charms of the country, will I fear lofe 
all their relifh after the fplendour of a court. 

Cla. Love, madam, is undoubtedly very intoxicating, 
and it is no wonder if the addreffes of a duke turn the 
brain of an ignorant village lafs. 


AIR, 


Flatt'ring hopes the mind deceiving 
Eafy faith too often cheat, ae 
Women fond and all believing, ; 
Lowes and hugs the dear deceit. 
Noify foews of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's tricks to catch the fairy 
Lowly maids too oft bewitches 
Flatt ry is the beauty’s /nare. 


Emi. So, then, you will not leave us yet. "The court 
has ftronger attractions than you were aware of Phillis. 

Phi. Alas! madam, did it depend upon my choice, 
I would be far off. The pleafures of this place are loft 
upon me, they are too artificial for us fimple folks, who 
are the fervants of nature. 

Emi. Quit then, as faft as you can, a place fo contrary 
to your matters: I would not delay a moment. Alas ! 
why cannot I fhake off this troublefome pomp and pa- 
yeantry of courts? 

AIR. 


Return, fweet laft, to flocks and frumainss 
Where fimple nature mildly reigns, 

Where love is every foepherd’s cares 

And every nymph is kind as fair. 


The court has only tinfel toys, 
Anfipid mirth and idle noise, 4 
But rural joys are ever new, 


While nymphs are kind, and foepherds true. 
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Phil. Upon my word, ladies, you reafon excellently 
well in your turn. I perceive the advice of every body 
flows from felf-interefted motives. You would moft ob- 
ligingly inform me that my prefence difpleafes you, ma- 
dam ; [ heartily believe it—But, now [ think on it, I 
caiv’t go yet, *tis abfolutely impoffible.. I have a particu- 
Jar engagemement with the Duke. 

Emi. With the Duke! 

Phil. Yes, with the Duke; oh, you will, laugh ex- 
ceedingly.— 

Em. Laugh! [laugh! how? 

Phil. The Duke you know is in love with you. 

Emi. (fighs) And what.then ? 

Phil. ‘Vhen ! why he defires an interview with me. 

Em. Which you have granted, I fuppofe. 

Phil. Oh, doubtlefs. It is not for folks in fuch an 
humble fituation as mine to refufe fo great an honour, 
and, indeed, after fo many inftances of friendfhip and 
protection, it were a fin to deny fo fmall a requeft. But, 
I fee, Madam, you are difcompos’d. 

fmt. Whol! not I, not in the leaft. 

Phil. \ can’t abide-to be thought ungrateful. 

Emi. So then, Phillis, after all this parade of honour, 
and virtue, and love, you can make an affignation. 

Phil. Come, come, don’t be fufpicious; where you 
dread a rival, you may finda friend, I pity your unea- 
finefs, madam, nor will I ever be the caufe of adding to 
it. Come, then with me, and, if poffible, endeavour 


to forget your jealous refentment. I warrant you all will 
be well yet. 


SCENE IV. 


An apartment with a. couch and table. 


Colin folus. 


Col. 1 am ruined, undone. They have bewitch’d her, 
they have given her fomething to fteal away her heart, and 
yet I can f{carce believe it—It is. impoffible—W hat Phillis 
meet the Duke alone ! alas! it is but.too. true,—here be- 
hold mein the very chamber—can I yet doubt? Ah! that 
couch, that tell-tale couch fuggefts enough to make me 
fhudder ;—what an object for a faithful fweet heart, fuch 


; as 
/ 
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as lam! What alarms! what violent emotions it raifes ! 
—My folly has aggravated her to an entire neglect of 
me—Well, heaven be thank’d, I am not quite friendlefs 
yet.—The good natur’d gentlewoman who was fo civil 
to me before, has fent me hither whether I may over-hear 
all ; let me fee, I?ll conceal myfelf under this table, 
and from thence obferve what pafies, and if I find my fuf> 
picions true, I know how to be revene’d for the trick fhe 
has play’d me. Yes, thou cruel hard-hearted Phillis, Vil 
fuddenly break out and fhame you in, midft of yout 
joys Vl tell you to your face that you are a falfe un+ 
grateful huffey, and then I'll go hang myfe!f, and then 
——you fhall never fee me more.————~ 


AcI R. 
My tender heart now bleeds in vain, 
My tears fhe fees with cold difdain, 
Ab! fpare me cruel fair ! 
Give one kind look, I afe no more, 
My loft repofe again reftore, 
Jor leave me to defpair. 


[ After the feng Colin hides himfelf under the table. ] 


SoG EeNvks =V\. 
Enter Duke and Phillis. 
Phil.. Well, my lord, you find me your obedient fer- 


vant down to the ground ; what would your highnefs have 
with me? ‘ 

Duke. Can that be a queftion now ah, Phillis, dogs 
not the tenor of my whole behaviour explain itfelfto you? 
Come, come, you know I loye you. 

[Colin peeping from under the table {peaks in a low voice. 

Col. I can fcarce contain. 

Phil. Alas !. my lord, I was. born. to humbler hopes, 
and your highnefs can never be at a lofs for a more wor- 
thy fubject. 

Duke. More worthy: furely, Phillis, you take a 
pleafure in creating my mifery. 
Phi. No, I would rather wifh to make you happy. 

Col. (Very well !) 

Duke. Alas! 1 have with’d, IT have figh’d a long time 
for a heart without guile, a heart that. was -fimple and 
ingenious, a happine{s not to be met with at court. 

ie Phi. 
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Phi, Oh, my lord, that happinefs you have always 
in your own power, 4 

Col. (Oh! he’ll take the hint I'll warrant). 

Duke. My power; do you approve my paffion then ? 
am I fo bleft, : 

Phi, Indeed I will not hefitate one moment to make 

ou {0. : 

Col. (Oh! fhe will not hefitate.) 

Duke, Why then my charmer, fhould we linger? My 
fpirits are all in arms, and my heart flutters with expec 
tation. 

Col. (So things are in a very ticklifh way I perceive. ) 

Phi. Pray, my lord———make allowances for a young 
country maid, I am fo afham’d, fo confounded at feeing 
myfelf alone with you, I can never ftand it ;——-you muft 
permit me to {nuff the candles out. 


[The fage darken’d. 


Col. (Oh, very modeft indeed.) 
Duke. (afde.) So, fo, my country girl is not altogether 
perepyaue se —Well, my love,-——whither are you 
oing? 
2 Phi. Only to be fatisfied that the doors are faften’d, I 
fo dread the princefs, fhe is continually on the watch. 
(foe freals out, and pufhes the princefs in. 
Emi. (afide.) How my heart beats,—I fhall never have 
courage to approach him,.—— 
Duke. Come, my charmer, fhare the tran{ports of my 
paffion. : 
Col. (Hark. What are they about? I am 
terrified —-——al] filenee———nay then my rival triumphs. ) 
[The princefs breaks fram the duke. 
Emi. Pray my lord—-(afide) what a fituation am I 
brought into ? [The duke catches her again. 
Emi. Oh! 
Col, (A figh, monftrous ! I can hold no longer.) 


[ He comes from under the table. 


Col. Torture, fury, rage, de/pair, 
This much injurd bofom tear, 
Go, perjur'd treach'rous maid, 


Why am I thus betray’d ? 


Duke. Prevented ——O confufion ! 
Such infolent intrufion, 


Swift 


t 
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Swift vengeance fall attend, 
Emi, Was ever fuch difgrace ! 
In pity to my cafe, 
Ye powers affiftance lend. 
Duke. Wretch begone, from anger fly, 
Col. Your threats I scorn, your rage defy. 
Phi. Good folk-—be calm I pray, 
[Phillis enters vil lights, followed 
by Clara and Mademoifelle, they 
all ftare at feeing each other,. 
Why all this mighty fray ? 
Mu/f? you look big and bluff, fer ? [Yo Col. 
Col. Forbear, my dear, that fault to blame, 
Which rofe from love to you, 
Duke. Amaz’d, expos’d, I bluifh for fhame, 
What feall I fay? what feoall I da? 
Mad. ) This is paftime more rare! 
' Cla. § It delights me I fwear. 
Emi. Hopes and fears my foul involve, 
Duke. Which way turn? ot what refolve? 
Mad. Well here's some plot, 


Cla. Sure fome miftake, 

‘Duke, Ihardly breathe, 

Emi. I farce can {peak . 
Mad. How will this end! 

Cla. What canit mean ?. 

Col. Here's fomething range, 

Phi. I can't explain. 


ALL. 
Oh! how tormenting! how fevere! 
The plagues that love is doom’ d to bear. 

Phi. (to Duke.) Now, Sir, you are matter of that trea- 
fure you fo long defired; be happy in the pofleffion of 
it. And now, Colin, what is become of your jea- 
Joufy? Take care how you harbour again a fiend which 
deftroys all peace, 

Col. I begin to revive again, 

Emi. Affured as I am of your inconftancy, I might per- 
haps break out into reproaches, but your conduct af 
flicts me more than it offends, and makes me happy 
without being violent, I fee, Sir, I have loft your 
heart. (going) 

Duke. (flopping her.) Stay, ftay, my princefs, our 
hearts were not defign’d for fuch feparation; Phillis, it 
is true, by thus enlightening my bewildered fenfes, has 

; humbled 
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humbled me fufficiently; and I fhould blufh indeed, if 
I did not endeavour to imitate her; her example fhall ex- 
cite me, and if my revived affections are worthy of a 
return, Hymen fhall unite us on this day. 

Emi. Love furely may excufe its own frailties —oh! 
Phillis, let me embrace thee, how much do I owe to your’ 
friendthip ! how fhall I reward you? ae 

Phil. Leave tat to Colin, madam, for from him 
alone I expect it. Come, Colin endeavour to mend your 
errors; here take my hand, now you know alll my ven- 
geance:, 


Fel, Fee 
Again in ruftic weeds array d, 
A fimple fwain, a fimple maid, 
O'er rural foenes with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 
The birds foall ftrain their little throats, 
And warble wide their merry notes, 
Whilft we converfe beneath the foade. 
A happy S-wain, and happy maid. 


Col. Nor fhall thou be deceived—let us away with hafte, 
We will. be married ftraight, this is true joy indeed ; 
what need of fo much myftery to be happy; but how- 
ever, Sir, I pray you leave off your hunting on our 
grounds. Peace and quietnefs are better than all the ho- 
hours in the world. 

Duke. May heaven protect you both, live long in 
peace and happinefs, and fhare my bountits as you 
pleafe. 

Enter Frederick. 


_ Fred. Here are two old men come after Colin, and Phil- 
lis, they make fuch a buftle and clamour one would think 
they were ftark ftaring mad. 

Duke. Oh! Bring them in. The happinefs will now be 
general, indeed, (Zo Emily) what uneafinefs has my fol- 
ly produced! But 

Dam. (without) 1 tell you, I will have my daughter, 

fob. (withqut) Give me my fon, I fay, body o’ me, 
you fmock fac’d chitterling. Oh, that I was but three 
fcore for your fake. 

Dam. Don’t talk to me, my own’s my own, and I will 
come in. 


Phil, Good heaven ! my father. 


Enter 


/ 
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Enter Hobbinol and Damon. 

Dam. So, fo, we have found you now. Adod, 
but we have not. They do nothing but make fools of 
us, I think. 

Hob. For my part, I believe, it is the land.of lies; I 
did not want fuch fine folks, our fearch is after a couple 
of ftray’d children, and they told us they were here (go- 
tng upto Colin.) I pray you, fir, can you tell me any tidings? 
(difcovering him.) Ods my life, its my own boy Colin; I 
am tranfported, | am overjoyed, and why did not 
you anfwer your father, you dog ?-——only fee, Damon, 
how they have bedizen’d him, a—looks for all the world 
like the king in the puppet-fhew. 

Phi. (to Dam.) And here, too, is your Phillis, fir, i¢ 
is no wonder you fhould not difcover me through. this 
difguife. 

Dam. Have I recovered thee at laft, my child! my 
neighbour, and I have had a wearifome purfuit after 
thee. 

Col. All is well that ends well, father; we fhall now 
be as happy as the day is long, thanks to the duke there; 
in truth we are much obliged to him. 

Fiob.” Oblig’d! quoth-a ; yes, yes, I fuppofe you are 


oblie’d. 


Nal tS 
No doubt but your fool’s-cap has known, 
His highue/s obligingly kind. 
—Odzooks, L could knock the fool down, : 
Was é er fuch a cuckoldy bind? 
Yo be fure, like a good-natur'd /poufe, 
You've lent him a part of your bed, 
He has fitted the horns to your brows, 
And I fee them fprout out of your head, 
To keep your wife virtuous and chafte, 
The court isa wonderful [chool,-—— 
My lord you've an excellent tape,— 
And Jon youre a cuckoldy fool. 
Lf your lady foould bring you an heir, 
The blood will flow rich in his veins, 
Many thanks to my lord for bis care 
You dog I could knock out your braini. 
Col. I feorn to be any man's flave, 
L know what is proper and right, 
Hob. You talk, fir, exceedingly brave 
You puppy ved out of my fight. Cal, 
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Col. Dear father, ne’er truft to report, 
Phillis is true to ber fwain, 
Hob. Then why this fine jaunt up to court? 
You dupe, you're acuckoldin grain. 


Duke. Be not fo diftruftful, old friend; I have feen 
my error, and repent ite the temporary uneafinefs you 
have found, in the lofs of your children, will be amply 
compenfated in the happinefs of to day. Here (taking 
Emily by the hand) my afteGtions are fettled. ; Phillis me- 
sits no fufpicions ; and, if mutual love happily rewarded, 
- ean enfure a blefling upon earth, her union to day with 
Colin thall effect it. Come, come, we fhall all be happy. 

Emi. You may be perfectly fatisfied, fir, your fears are 
all groundlefs. It is from the conviction of her innocence, 
and by her interpofition, that all parties are reconciled, 
Surely you ought to be fatisfied on this point, when you 
fee, I am. ’ : [to Hob, 

Fob. Say you fo? why then, come hither, children, 
heaven ble{s you-body o’me, but I cry for joy. 

_ Dam, Let me join my bleffing too. And now, adody 
Tm as gay as a lark, and as light as a cork. 
. Duke. From this hour my blifs commences, How 
fweet it is to gain the affection of a heart which owes 
all its charms to innocence and fimplicity ! but to find one 
without guile in the. midft of courts, whofe honefty of na- 
ture is not corrupted, though it is cultivated by art, makes 


up my peculiar felicity, 


CHORUS. 
Let care no more my peace annoy, 
Nor jealous fears, our blifs deftroy, 
While conftancy and love fincere, — 
Rewards each bleft, each happy pair. 
Col. For thee my love foall ever burns 
Thou art m fondeft aim. 
Phil. May love fhall yield thee fweet returny 
I burn with equal flame. ; 
Emi. No care fhall e’er my foul annoy, 
No fears my blifs deftroy. 
Col. For rhee my love fhall burn. 
Phil. My love fhall yield return. 
Emi. My love fhall yield return. 
All, Ob, this is perfec joy. 
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Rofe et Colas, Comedie. 
La Rofighol, ou Mariage fecrete, Comedie. 
Blanche et Guicchard, Tragedie. 
Idomence, Tragedie. 
Mariamne, Tragedie, 
Orefte, Tragedie. t par M. Voltaire. 
Tancrede, Tragedie. | 
L’ Infidele Puni, Paftorale. 
Calitte, Tragedie. 
L’ Anglois a Bourdeaux, Comedie, 
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The Garden of the Haram, or Seraghio. 
ALMENA, SELIMA. 


Cr LT 7A. 


IGH not, ‘Almena; why this deep Defpair ? 
Mirza, thy gallant Lover, is in Safety. 

The holy Priefts, who now Hane the Sun 

To beam propitious Rays on Per/ia’s Clime, 


Yield him Proteétion. 
Alin. - - - - There furvives my Hope. 


Pie RY 


The golden Radiance of the Sun, 
Mild glancing thro’ the Cedar Bow’rs, 
Renews the Glories of the Day: 
The beauteous Works again begun, 
Which Nature frefhens, tnd impow Is; 
And every Bird exalts its Lay. 


B ‘Suleré 
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Sweet is the Prime of florid Fune ; 
Sweet are the Meadows as they fmile ; 
And fweet the rural Minftrel’s Song + 
But [weeter is the Mind in Tune s 
Sweeter the Heart unknown to Guile ; 
And fweeter where the Virtues throng. 


Alm. But fhould A/patia feel the Tyrant’s Rage, 
Who ftill infults her with his hateful Paffion— 
Sel, See where fhe comes; her Morning Slumbers 
broke 
By anxious Care. 


Alm. She’s thoughtful ; foft, retire. [Exit Se/. 


oes HCN abies LL 


ASPATIA, ALMENA. 
Alp. My Hufband’s Murd’rer court me to his - 
Arms! . 
Nature recoils, and fhudders at the Thought.— 
But, my Al/mena, what may prove thy Fate, 
Should I the Tyrant’s Hatred once provoke ? 


Almena advancing. 


Alm. Ah! why this fad Solicitude for me? 

fp. For thee alone, my Daughter, would I live 
A widow’d Mother, and a captive Queen. 

Alm. Yet cherith ftill the Hope of: better Days. 

Afp. For theeL-will, Our injur'd Friend, Abudah, 
In fecret wifhes to avenge our Wrongs, 


3 Alm, 


A Ts; Mey eeN=: Ay 5 
SCENE IV. The Palace at Upahan. 


MowHAMMED, ZARA, ABUDAH, Guards 
and Attendants. 


Moham. Ambition knows her Sons, and crowns 
their Toils. , 
The Race of Seffe to our Arms fubmit, 
And Conqueft’s crown’d with Glory. 
‘Zara. * Say with Peace. 
Ab. For Peace alone the Sword of War is drawn. 


ATR. 


Rough and tedious is the Way 
Leading to imperial Sway, 
And ever 0 full of anxious Toil. 


Nothing can refift the Brave ; 
But the Conquror’s bound to fave 


The conquer'd from the Sword and Spoil. 


Mo, I fought not Plunder.—Soldier, as I am, 

My Soul is full of Conqueft, not of Rapine. 
Ab. Yet Conqueft goes with Rapine hand in hand. 

Perfia feverely bleeds beneath your Arms ; 
Her Monarch, Princes, Nobles. are deftroy’d. 

Mo. Can’ft thou, amid the Fury of the Battle, 
Prefume to ftop the raging ‘Tide of War, 
Or bid ftern Havoc hold its flaught’ring Hand? - 


AYRE 
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AIR. 


The martial Hoft, and tented Plain, 
May fright the poor and timid Swain; 
Who never felt Ambition’s Fire : 


But nothing awes, or fhould controul, 
The truly great undaunted Soul, 
That dares to Empire's Height afptré. 


What News, 4budah, of that chofen Band, 
We fent in Search of entetprizing Mirza, 
That ftubborn Scyon of the Seffe’s Race ; 
Who, like a Leopard, iffues from his Covert, 
And ravages the Fold P- My Diadem 
Is not fecure, while he remains untam’d. 
Ab. They have, we learn, invefted his Retreat 
Among the Gawrs.—But here brave O/man comes. 


Enter an Officer: 


Of: Health to the Race of 44.—Mirza’s taken. 
Mo. We thank thee, Mahomet !—Go, hafte thee, 
Soldier; 
And inflantly conduc him to our Prefetice. [Exe< 


SCENE. V. 


MouaAmMMep, /eated on a Throne, orndmented with 
the Royal Arms of Perfia:. Zara, and Atten- 
dants. 


Enter Mirza guarded, and in Chains. 


Zara. Is this the Prinee ? ad 


ALM & WN A. 7 


Mir. A Prince of Seffe’s Race. 
Mo. But now a Slave. 
Mir. The vileft Slave that lives, 


Becaufe he wears thy Chains:. Yet, vain Ufurper! 
Know thou, that I can wear them and be free. 
Za. Amazing Fortitude! unhappy Prince ! 
Mo. Thou would’ft provoke my Rage to end 
thee.—No! 
Live to enjoy the Freedom of thy Chains. 
Mir. 1 {corn thy Mercy, and defy thy Pow’r. 
Loft, asl am, Life has no Charms for me. 
Mo. Yes, while A/mena lives. 
Mir. Almena! fay’ft thou ? 
Haft thou in Cruelty then fpar’d my Love? 
Spar’d her to wreak thy Vengeance upon me !— 
Then haft thou found indeed the Way of Torture. 
Za. Such Softnefs too! 


Mo. Guards, lead him to his Dungeon. 
By Mahomet 1 fwear— 
Mir. Thy Threats are vain. 


J can endure, and {mile upon thy Tortures. 
Mo. Then thou fhalt try them. Be his Guard 
fecure.—~ 


[Exeunt Mob. and Mirza guarded. 


SCENE VI, 
Za, If gen ’rous Pity be ally’d to Love, 
Sweet Prince ! already haft thou won a Heart. 
Zara (difmiffing her Attendants) 


Go hence; and leave me to my troubled Thoughts. 
AIR. 


8 A ke BONER 
ATR. 


Sure, I feel the Dart of Love 
Deep within my Bofom move : 
Paffion may perplex the Heart ; 
Reafon then fhould heal the Smart. 


But if Reafon quits the Rein, 
Love ufurping wide Domain ; 
Mirza foon fhall Freedom find, 
Lf be proves to Zara kind. [Exit. 


SCENE VII. 


AsPATIA, ALMENA, and SELIM A, 


Afp, | muft again attend this Tyrant’s Pleafure, 
And be tormented with his odious Vows. 
Alm. How much I fear and tremble for your 
Safety ? 
Afp. My Child be comforted : Place Confidence 
In Heav’n, from whence looks down the Cherub 
Hope. 


AIR. 


In Hope to recompenfe his Toil, 
The lab’ring Peafant tills the Soil: 
In Hope the Mariner will brave 
The Dangers of the Cafpian Wave. 


Hope 
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Hope chears the Slave that digs the Mine; 
And makes him figh for Freedom's Shrine : 
For Hope, when ‘fuftice left Mankind, 
Soothing our Cares, remain’d bebind. 


[Exit 4p. 


Alm, So trong’ is Grief, involuntary Tears 
Steal down my Cheeks. Ah! my foreboding Heart! 

Se/, Another Captive !— 

Alm. Yes ;—it is—’tis he. 


SCENE Vil. 


Enter M1RzaA guarded: 


Mir. Almena! 
Alm. Mirza! 
Mir. Yes; A/mena lives. 
_I thought thee clafp’d in the cold Arms of Death, 
And never hop’d this {weet Embrace again. 
Alm. To meet thee here, and ina Tyrant’s Pow’r, 
Is (till much worfe than Death. 
— Sel. "Tis moft unhappy. > 
Alm, Ah! where is now our fond delufive Hope? 


AIR. 


As Pilgrims fray through Sorrow’s Vale, 
The chearful Flow’ ret Hope may rife: 
But bending down before the Gale, 
Stript of its Bloom, it fades and dies. 


Mi. Almena! mutt we part no more to meet? 
Sel, 


10 Ai be M. Be Nek, 


‘Sel. Defpair not, Prince.—There ftill is Hope in 
Store | oe 
. For thee and for A/mena. 
Alu. Flatt’rer, ceafe ; 
I know of none.——-No, Mirza! we mutt part; 
Thou to thy Dungeon, Tortures, Racks and Death : 
I to behold a widow’d Queen and Mother, 
Drageg’d by my Father’s Murd’rer to his Bed. 
Officer. Guards, force him hence. 
Mir. A Moment’s Patience, Soldier. 
One more Embrace, /mena, and adieu. 


AIR. DU EF. 


Alm. Adieu, moft gallant Youth, adieu ! 
And met we thus to part? | 
This laft, this longing, ing’ ring Views 
Will break Almena’s Heart. 


Mir. The Calm of Patience fill thy Breaft : 
This Storm may _foon be o'er. 


A brighter Day may make us bleft, | 
To meet and part no more.  [Exeunt. 


The End of the Firft Age. 


ACT 
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AA Prifon. 


MiRZA. 


ALLER, 


U7 Netimely Jetting at the Dawn, 

My Sun of Glory thus withdrawn, 

No friendly Beam fupplies its Ray s 
Save what this Glw-worm Light around, 
Sheds, dimly featter’d o er the Ground, 

In Abfence of excluded Day. 


Sad Change of Fortune !—Still muft Perfia bleed ? 
While I am torn from Empire and from Love.— 


SCENE IL. 


Mrrza, ABUDAH. 


Mir. Abudah! 
Ab. Mirza, know me for thy Friend. 
Mir. No Friend to Tyranny can e’er be mine, 
_ Ab, Thate the Tyrant. His inhuman Deeds, 
Join’d to the Love I bear the Houfe of Seffie, 
Confirm me yours, Afmena’s, and Afpatia’s. 
Mir. If thou deceive not, all may not be loft. 
- 4b, All may be won, if Mirza’s bold and prudent. 
Cie Mir. 
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Mir. Advife, and thou fhalt fee. 

Ab. Thy {catter’d Troops, 
Increas’d by num’rous Bands of defp’rate Peafants, ° 
Again have rallied in the Plains of Kasjan. 

Mir. Brave Men!—Oh, were I free from thefe 

vile Chains, 
To lead them on to Glory, Fame, and Conquetft. 

46. I mean thou fhalt ; but by another Hand. 
Fair Zara loves thee ; whofe unguarded Paffion 
May point a fafer Road to gain thy Freedom.— 
See where fhe comes Farewel! thou haft my 

Purpofe. _ [ Exit. 

Mir. And willcompleteit.—Banith’ d for thy Love 
Of fair A/patia, do’ft thou now intend, 
by grateful Service, to acquire her Favor? 


SCENE IF 


ZLARA,.MiIRz%.«; 


Za. This melancholy Cell but ill accords 
With the foft Paffion {trugeling in my Breaft.— 
Sweet Youth, be not alarm’d; I feek ‘thy Bae: 


Avie RS 
Would you tafte of Freedom's Charms, 


Zara courts thee to her Arms: 
Diftrefs like thine fhould Pity move, 
And Pity's Ray may kindle Love. 


For 


Ae Tie Mp By Ny A. 
For my Heart adopts thy Woes, 
Melting, thrilling, as it glows: 
Leave thy Cell, and follow me ; 
Love and Lara fet thee free. 


Mir. Can Beauty triumph over Mifery ? 
Za. Oh, rather think I pity thy Diftrefs. 
—Thou art a Prince; and Royalty, that wears 

Affliction’s Garb, claims Pity for its Friend. 


Be mine that Office. I’ve feduc’d thy Guards. 


Beneath a Slave’s Difguife I can protect thee 
Among my Train. Such Freedom I can give. 


13 


Mir. ‘Thus. Angels make the wretched happy. 


-Ah! 
Such Kindnefs how have I deferv’d, or how 
Shall.I return ? 


Za. _-A grateful Heart may feel 
A foft Alarm. ey 
Mir. My Heart is all A/mena’s. 
ASTSR: 


How can I my Heart furrender, 
And not moft unfaithful prove 2 

‘Yet ’tis grateful to be tender, 
When from Pity rifes Love. 


But can Honor prove ingrateful, _ 
And the Vows of Love fupprefs ? 
Tis unmanly, if deceitful, 
When we're blefs d, we ceafe to bleft, 


I 


Lae 


Za. Be happy—Gratitude may warm thy Breaft. 
I fave thy Life, then follow me to Freedom. 
| : [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
The Place. 3 


MoHAMMED, ASPATIA. 


Mobam. Nay, my 4/patia, fhare my Heart and 
Throne : 
Let one confenting Smile confirm them thine. 


A- IR, 


When Beauty on the Lover's Soul 

Imprints tts firft and faireft Charms ; 

It Joon does Reafon’s Force controul, 
And ev'ry Paffion quite difarms. 


Tis Beauty triumphs o'er the Brave, 
As ev'ry Feature blooms divine ; 

"Tis Beauty makes the King a Slave, 
When in an Angel's Form like thine. 


Afp. Infolent Tyrant! Nam’ft thou Love to me, 
With Hands ftill reeking in my Hufband’s Blood, 
And Perfia all enflav’d ! 

Mo. Ingrateful Fair ! 

It was for Love of thee I conquer’d Perfia. 
—Why this Reluctance to my tender Wifhes ? 


I court, 
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I court, yet could command.---Then ceafe, my Fair, 
When Love entreats, to turn away with Scorn. 


ALR. 


Afp. ill thou fee’ ft the timid Fawn 
With the rampant Lion play ; 
Welves and Tygers crop the Lawn, 
Led by fportive Lambs aftray: 


"Till the Falcon wooes the Dove, 
And the Vulture quits its Prey; 
From a Tyrant’s hated Love 
Shall [turn with Scorn away. [ Exit. 


Mo. Imperious Woman! this thou fhalt repent.— 
Vengeance fhall follow difappointed Love. 
| . [ Exit. 


Sten bev; 
The. Palace. 


ZARA, and an Attendant. 


Za. Tell me no more—Ungrateful Mirza fled ! 
And flying boaft his Paflion for A/mena ! 
Am I then flighted for a childifh Captive ? 
And fhall the Sorc’refs triumph over Zara 2 
No—my Revenge fhall nip her budding Charms, 
Deform and make her odious to his Sight. 


Ack Re 
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Though Joft as Down the female Breaft, 
When fwayd by Love alone; -° 
By “fealoufy if once poffefs d, 


The Heart is turn’ d to Stone. 


SCENE VI. 


MoHAMMED, ZARA, 


Mo. 1am the Slave of a capricious Woman, 
Who fcorns my Paffion, and defies my Pow’r.—. 
I will alarm her Fears, or fate my Vengeance.— 
The laft of Seffie’s Race fhall feel my Rage. 

Za. That will confirm thy Pow’r, which is not 

Slate 
While Mirza can behold A/mena’s Eyes. 
Pluck out the Bafilifks that neftle there, 
And Mirza and Afpatia both defpair. 
; . | [ Exit. 


_ Mo. ’Tis well—it thall be done; to fate Revenge, — 
‘And fting the proud A/patia to the Heart. 3 


SCENE 


A LMEN A; 17 
SCENE VII, 


MoHAMMED, 


ATR. 


Revenge can feed the famifh’d Soul, 
And nothing can its Rage controul, 
When Love is fled, and leaves Defpair 3 
If Beauty wounds when it may fave, 
It nobly then becomes the Brave 
To fcorn the Triumph of the Fair. 


So roll’d up in its thoray Brake, 
With Poifon fwell'd, the turgid Snake, 
Elate a browzing Fawn efpies : 
He fudden darts along the Plan 
_ His golden Creft, and baleful Train, 
Till in bis Grafp the Victim dies. [Exit, 


D SCENE 
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SCEN E VII. The Palace Garden. 


- ALMEN A," 


The Dew-drop glitt’ring on the Myrtle-leaf 
Is my poor Emblem ; bright and fhort it fhines, 
Till dath’d to Earth.—But fee, with Brow fevere, 
And deep in Thought, the good Abudah comes. 


SCENE IX. 


ABUDAH, ALMENA.. 


1b, Ytremble, Princefs, to pronounce thy Fate— 
Alm. Alas! thou know’ft that Mifery has long 
Play’d the Ufurper o'er my tender Heart. 
lb. 1 would {peak Mufic to thy gentle Soul, 
As tuneful as the plaintive Bird of Night 
Sweet warbling in the Grove. —— But the hoarfe 
Scream » | 
Ofhungry Vultures fuits my horrid Tale. 
Alm. Grant me Protection, Heav’n! 
Ab. It is decreed 
To clofe thine Eyes in everlafting Night. 
Ahn. Oh, Horror! what is my Offence ?—— 
Abudab, 


Thou 


Av Teg Mr BgN: A. eg 


Thou haft been ever kind and gracious to me: 
And wilt thou now retract the heav’nly Balm 
Of {weet Humanity ?—Here let me kneel— 
Be thou my Friend and Guardian: —— be my 
Father! rEg 
Ab. Lam thy Guardian ——Rife: Supprefs thy 
Grief ; 
But wear its Habit, to deceive the Tyrant. 
I will direct thee how to aét.—Let none, 
Not ev’n A/patia, know of this Deceit — 
Yet know thyfelf, that Mirza is efcap’d ; 
And, by my Aid, fhall foon dethrone the Tyrant.. 
lm, Then Heav’n has heard my Pray’r! 


A I-R. 


= 


Now Peace fhall claim its foft Dominion, 
And gentle Love fhallfway the Heart : 
Ambition finks on weary'd Pinion, 
And Tyranny bas loft its Dart. 


Again fhall finiling “foy and Pleafure, 
Advance together Hand in Hand: 
And Plenty fpread its golden Treafure, 
To brighten the dehver'd Land! 


Ab. Thy Innocence will be the Care of Heav’n ; 
While Mirza fhall unfheathe the Sword of Juftice. 


D> ALR. 
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ALR. 


Poiz'd in Heav'n’s eternal Scale, 
Virtue muft oer Vice prevail: 

Tho’ Right to Pow’r awhile may bend, 
Fuftice will triumph in the End. 


The End of the Second Ad. 
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ACT IIL SCENEL 


The Palace, with a View of the Garden. 


MoHAMMED, ABUDAH. 


MouAMMED. 
> 
— IS well—if Mirza’s fled, Almena’s fafe. 
Ab. Amid yon Cyprefs Grove the fits forlorn, 
Without an Eye to ftream the Tear of Woe. 
— Afpatia comes at thy command. | 
Mo. Withdraw. 


Exit Abudah ; and Mohammed 
retires to the Back of the Stage. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


Enter ASPATIA. 


Afp. This penerere Summons much alarms 


Abudah may he ‘falte ; and, Oh, I fear 
For my /mena, whom I’ve fought i in vain. 


A IR: 


With Doubts and Fears for ber I love, 
My Heart is fiill diftrefs'd; 
Affiiéted as the plaintive Dave; 
When plunder’d of her Nef; 
Where Jad, and moaning all the Day, 
She pines in Solitude away. ) 


MoHAMMED advances to ASPATIA,. 


Alp. Where is Almena?—Give me back my 
*  Child,-+ 

Mo. She is Abudah's Charge.— 

Alm. (At a Difiance) Ah me !— 


Moham. What mournful Strain 
Salutes the Ear? 


Afp. . It is A/mena’s Voice ! 
! AL~ — 


ALMENA fings behind the Scenes. 
ATR. 
f Where is Pity’s melting Eye, 
Beaming like the widow'd Dove, 


Ms fhe heaves the tender Sigh, 
Pining in the fhady Grove ? 


Omitted. 


Notes! | 
They feem the Depth of Sorrow. 
L Moham. Hark! again. 


4 | 
| Afp. Ah! what portend thefe melancholy 
i 


ALMENA /ngs again. 
A diRys 


Where is Nature's glorious Robe, 

Fair and fplendid to the Sight ? 

Loft the Beauties of the Globe, 
Loft to me in endlefs Night. 


Afp. Inhuman Monfter! has thy favage Hand 
Welter’d again in royal Blood !——Almena, 
- Shall I no more behold thy beauteous Eyes ?— 
Haft thou, Barbarian! robb’dmy Child of Sight! 


ALTERS 


a4. A LOM Et Ne A, 


ATR. 


Ob, Tyrant! orrible, accursd £ 
May in Vengeance from on high 
The fwifteft Light’nings fy, 
On thy devoted Head to burft ! [Exet. 


Oi Oa aa as Ops dS Glas 


MoHAMMED. 


Scatter fuch Imprecations to the Winds— : 
—What gloomy Thought fudden comes o’er my — 
Soul ! | 
My Heart is chill’d with Horror!—Down Remorfe: 
Ambition, keep thy Helm; nor buftling Confcience 
Obftruct my Courfe before the {welling Gale, 


AIR: 


Why fhould Pride, a Woman's Shield, 
Humble my ambitious Soul 2 
Lf to Love fhe will not yield, 
Vance I by Force controul? -— 


tee eluctant Beauty chills ; 

-. Coldly 4 if my Arms foe fills, 
"Lis i vain I rage, I burn, 
While my Love meets no Return. 


| SCENE 
; op 
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SCENE IV. 


MonAMMED, ABUDAH. 


Ab. Sultan, prepare |— Mirza colleéts his For ce, 
And moves with hafty March towards J/paban. 
Moham. Where then is Ofman with our choiceft 


Troops ? 
Ab, Defeated, fled, and {catter’d. 
Mobham. How ! defeated ! 


By Mahomet ! there’s Treach’ry in the Field.— 
Guard thou the City—I will to the Camp, 
And foon recover all that O/maz lott. 

[Eexeunte 


SCENE V. 
The Palace Garden: 


ALMENA, SELIMA. 


Alm, Axmaz’d, Afpatia heard my plaintive Song, 
Which has deceiv’d the Tyrant. 
Mal Thy Diftrefs, 
Though feign’d, feems great. —How did the Queen 
Diet ie 


E AIR, 


26... AS Mi BAND AG 
AIR. 


Alm. As the fierce Lionefs furrounds 
Her helple/s Young befet with Hounds 
And Hunters on the Plain: 
Elate, fhe rouzes all her Pow'rs; 
And dark her angry Eye-ball lours 
On all the hoftile Train. | 


With deadly Rage and Anguifh fung, 
Aloud fhe roars to guard her Young 3 
While all the Foreft rings : | 
Afpatia’s Grief doth thus refound ; 
The Mother feels the Daughter’ s Wound, 
As foarp Affliction flings. 
; pentae: 


SCENE VI. 


The Palace. 


ASPATIA, ABUDAH. 


Ab. Afpatia! 
AA, Oh, thou falfe and timid Man, 
Why didft thou flatter me with Hope! — Why . 


sqaey Guatt 
Protection but to aggravate Diftrefs ! 
Thou haft deceiv’d me—_ 
co aaa 6) e/ 


Ab, 
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Ab. True ; thou art deceiv’d.— 
I have preferv'd the Princefs, and beguil’d 
The Tyrant. 
fp: Then thou art Abudab fill ; 
The Guardian Angel of the Houfe of Sefie. 
Mb. My Friends will lead their es on Mirza’s 
Side, 
Nor fhall the Tyrant enter here again, 
But as a Captive,— 
Afp. Heav’n reward thy Goodnefs. 
Ab. Toye be my Reward: The greateft Blef- 
in 
Abudab ie receive. 
Afp. This is no Time — 
For me to hear what I have long furmis’d. 


Ab, Juftly doft thou reproach me. Let the 
~ » Strife 
Of War be ended; then let Love commence. 
[ Exite 


SCENE VIL 


ASPATIA. 
AIR. 


_ The fearful Hind deferts her Train, . 
And feeks the Covert of the Wood; 
While the rude Panther feours the Plain, ». 
To feaft his Hunger deep iz Blood, 


E2 But 
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But often does fome friendly Brake 
“Securely guard the panting Hind; 
nd when Death's Horrors are awake, . 
The Innocent Protection find, {Exit 


SCENE VIIL 
"The Palace Ganden, ‘ 
ate MENA, SELIM A, 


Sel. The War is o'er, and Perfia now is free. - 
The Tyrant ‘is in Chains; and gallant Mirza 
Leads his victorious Troops within our Gates. - 

Alm. The Prophet blefs thee for ‘this ‘joyful 

News, > ”™ 


AIR, 


Sel. The Sweets of Peace fhall be our own, 
And filing Plenty crown the Plain: 
"Tis Peace adorns the Monarch’s Throne, 

And chears the Cottage of the Swain: 


The rifing Sun fhall blefs the Mead, 
And fair the Mountain Olive {pring : 
The Vine its richeft Clufters fpread, 
When Glory crowns a Patriot King, . 


Alm. See where Ajpatia comes*to fhare Our Joy. 


SCENE 


AL ME N A. «ao 


a 


SCENE Ix: 


ASPATIA, ALMENA, SELIMA: 


Afp. Oh, my Almena! witha Mother’s Fondnef& 
Let me embrace thee on this happy Day.— 


Pe ALE. Te os 


Both, As flows the cool and purling Rill, 
In filuer Mazes down the Hill ; 

Aim, _ It chears the Myrtle and the Vine, 
That in each others Foliage twine. 


Ajfpatia, So Streams from the maternal Heart 
What tender Nature can impart : 

Both. Thus happy in my Arms to fold, 
And to my Heart Almena hold. 


And to my Heart Afpatia hold. 
7 | . [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


6 A MO ON A. 
SCENE X. 


A View of the Royal Meidan. 


The triumphal Entry of ‘MIRZA into Ifpahan, 
. accompanied by the Gawts, AB uP Au, Officers, 
Guards, and other Attendants. lao ocrto.g 


Chorus of GAWRS. 


Hail, Viétor, hail! with choral Lay, 
We celebrate this glorious Day. 
Perfia again fhall nobly fhine ; 
Freedom is ours, and Glory thine. 


Mirza. Ye boly Men, ’tis now my Turn to grant < 
Protection ; amply then receive tt all. 


AIR. 


[ 4b. Thus when young Ammon march'd along, 
Returning from his Indian War 3 
Through Nyta’s Plain, the gazing Throng 

Attended his triumphal Car. | 

4 


With curling Vines and Ivy crown’ d, 
| He mov'd urétorious* like a God ; 
The Lyrifis bymn’d their Songs around, 
| [ _ And Love and Foy before them trod.. 


‘$2eBeNes 


AL M E NG Age ar. 


SCENE XI. 


€ 


Enter ALMENA, ASP ASI 4, and SELIMA, 


Mir. My Love! 
Pi ae My Prince! © 
Mir. Thus welcome to my Heart! 


To fhare my Triumph, and adorn the Throne. 
Alm. Oh {weet Reward for all my Sorrows paft. 
Ab. Now Perfia thall enjoy the Fruits of Peace, 

As Mirza wears the Crown.— 

Ap. A Mother’s Bleffing 

Fall on your Heads, as Dew-drops on the Palms. 
Ab, Let grateful Honor kindle gentle Love 

In my A/patia’s Bofom. 

App. Gratitude 

Reigns o’er my Heart, and Honor merits Love. 

Ab. Thus Virtue’s Balm extracts AfHidtion’s 
Thorn, 
' And Juftice proves its Origin divine. 


SP ATER: 


Mirza. Fortune with a wanton Foy, 
Does her fleeting Pow'r employ : 
But firm enthron’d will Virtue reign, 
Though giddy Fortune shifts the Scene. 


Nibly 


a ORB Ty Mi RiNraAg.- 
i Nobly have we fought the Foes 
Glory does its Wreathes beftow : 
Now the Vittory is won, 
Freedom fhall our Labors crowns 


Crind OTL O RATES 


Bright as the Sun foall Virtue fhine ; 

. And, like a Meteor, Vice decline. 5 
In flow'ry Paths may Fortune frrays 
But Fuflice keeps unerring Sway: — 


While Mortals bear Affiittion’s Frown, 


Angels defeend with Glory's Crown... 
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SCENE, A VILLAGE; 


He Wov’p tr He Cov’p; 
OR, | 


An Old Fool worfe than Any. 


ACT ie CeN EL 


A Chamber: Goosecap is difcover’d, feated at a Tables 
leaning upon his Arm, inva penfive Manner. 


S URE never mortal, at my age, 

Was fuch a buzzard, fuch a calf: 

A man whom years fhould render fage ! 

I know not which,’ to cry or laugh, 

In love at fixty-fix ! 

Oons! infamy fhould fix 

A brand on the e¢rime ; 

Is threefcore a time, k 

For beginning boyith tricks ? 

Betty !—This is wond’rous civil. 

Betty !—How now! What the devil ! 
* - Will fhe come, or will fhe not? 

No; the never heeds a jot, 

When [ call, how.Jong I wait: 

Well, I muft fubmit to fate: 

J took her for'my maid, but fhe 


Refolves the will my miftrefs be. 
&B SCENE 


s. HE WOU’ D-IF HE-COU'DS OR; 


SCE Nagel ts 


GoosEcAP, BETTY. 


Betty. Mercy upon us, here’s a ftir; 
Sure you have loft your fenfes, Sir. _, 
Goofe. My breakfaft, huffey. 
Beity. ‘Time enough. 
Goofe. Y ou’ve let me baw],—— 
Betty. ’Twill cure your cough. 
Goofe. You might have faid you did not hear me. 
Betty. Why, was I deaf? 
Goofe. ‘Then don’t you fear me? 
Betty. For what! to fear me you were made. 
Goofe. Plague, fury, “{death, you flut! you jade! 


Beity. Nay, hufh, good mafter, huth ; 
I vow and {wear, I blufh 
To hear you make this riot: | 
Be quiet, Sir, be quiet; 
Submit, obey ; : 
?Tis the wifeft way 3 
My word is your law, . 
And fhould you with awe, 
Like Jove’s imperial fat: 
You furely grow forgetful; 
You’re ugly, old, and fretful; 
And for what fhould | catch 
Such a fright, fuch a wretch, 
When of young, gay, and brave, 
If I would, I might have, 
With half a look, my net full? 


SCENE 


/ 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 


$i: CeiE: aNec kneel. 
Goosecar, BETTY, SiMON. 


Goofe. Here,. Simon, fetch my hat and cane. 
Betty, What now, Sir? ~ 
Goofe. Simon ! 
Bitty, >Tis in vain ; 
You muft not go abroad to day ; 
You are not well, Sir. 
Goofe. Give me way. 
Betty. I will not let you budge from hence. 
Goofe. Muft I then bear this infolence? 
Tell me, thou devil, whence it fprings. 
Betty, Simon, take back your matter’s things. 
Simon. He bid me fetch them. 
Beity. That may be. 
But now he ftays at home with me: 
He thought to go abroad. 
Goofe. And will; 
I’m your, and my own mafter ftill. 
Simon, my hat, my cane, my clogk. 
Betty. Well, come, dear Sir, 1 did but joke ; 
Since you’re refolv’d, you fhall go out; 
But muft not leave me in a pout. 
Goofe. V1l leave you in what way I pleafe; 
And to do that your heart fhall teaze ; 
For, miftrefs vixen, hear but this ; 
Pll marry. 
Betty. No. 
Goofe. 1 will, 
Betty. Now 
Gaofe. Yes, 


4 HE WOU’D IF HE COU’D; OR, 
Betty. If proper for the married life, 
I would myfelf become your wife. 
Goofe. You! 
Betty, Yes, 1 
Goofe. Dare you further urge 
Your boldnefs? 
Betty. Yes. ea 
Goofe. 1 vow to Cepiias 
She has a moft alluring eye. 
Yet I will marry. 
Betty. Fye, fye, fye. 


Goofe. I will, I will, by all that’s bad; 
If there’s a female to be had: 
Though her face be like a vizard, 
And fhe’s crooked as an izard; 
Curs’d as curs, andold as Poles, 
I will marry her, by goles. 


There’s my neighbour, Lady Blinker, 
Some a homely woman think her; 
She, ’tis true, has but one eye, \ 
And’s a little thought awry, 

Yet with her I’ll make a fhift, 

To turn you, impudence;, adrift, 


SCENE 


\ 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 5 


SCENE Ws 
BetrTry, Simon, 


Betty.. Well, Simon, what’s the beft with you? 
Simon. Sir’s in a paffion, 
Betty. That’s not new; 
I think he’s in one ey’ry day: 
Come, ‘have you nothing elfe to fay? 
Simon. What fhould I fay? 
Betty. Nothing tome. _ 
Simon. What! 
Betty. Nay, you beft know that. 
Simon. ( Laughing.) He, he! 
Betty. You might have wanted to unfold 
*Y our heart. 
Simon. I dare not be fo bold. 
Betty. You love me, Simon, no difguife. 
Simon. Lord, who could tell you that ¢ 
Betty. Your eyes. 
Simon. Well, fince they’ve told you fo, I da. 
Betty. You would be glad tokifs metoo: — 
Say, ami right or am I wrong? 
Come, kifs me, Simon. 
Simon, Get along: 
You’re making game of me, I know. 
Betty. Not I; come, kifs. 
Simon. But may I tho’? 
Betty. Try. 
Simon. That I will; fhe breathes, I vow, 
For all the world like any cow. 1 


6 HE WOU’D IF HE COU’D; OR,, 
V’ll try again, if you defire. 

Betty, And welcome. 

Simon. Lord, I’m all on fire! 

Betty. Now, Simon, thefe delights are fweet ; 
But let’s be cautious and difcreet : ' 
Th’ old gentleman you know loves me3 
However, I love you, d’ye fee, 

And mean to leave him in the lurch. 

Simon. And when fhall us be ax’d in church? 

Betty. Next week, perhaps. 

Simon. And not before? 

Betty, Have patience; what would you have more! 
I fay 1°] marry you. 

Simon. Good Lord! 

One kifs. —— 

Betty. But mum now. 

Simon. Not aword, 

I.am, ’tis true, but a fervant boy, 

And {mall the wages I get; 

But more than riches fhe fhall enjoy, 
If I can prevail upon Bet: 


1’]] make up for wealth, 
With youth and with health, 
And love a precious ftore ; 
Deéfpife then the life, 
Of a gentleman’s wife, 
' And chufe to be happy and POOre. 


SCENE 


AN OLD FOOL WORSETHANANY 7 


5. CoE EN: SE eo 


| 


BETTY. 


‘To marry mafter are you bent, 

You firft fhall ftay for my confent: 

I have not taken all this pains, _ 
To let another count my gains: 

But, how to fruftrate the old fool ! 
I] make this bumpkin here my tool, 
' Pretend with him to drive a match; 
My mafter will, like wild-fre, catch 
The tidings, and be ftrait in fame; 
And then leave me to play my game.’ 


Men are wily, men are cunning, 

Still in wait our fex to catch ; 

But, their fubtle mazes running, 
Now and then they meet’ their match. 


Shame, dear girls, thofe vile undoers,’ “— 
Schemes with deeper fchemes o’erereachs 

Boldly turn on your purfuers, 

And foil them with the arts they teach, 


SCENE 


8 HE WOU'’D IF. HE COU’D;.OR, 
G2 ON ee 


Changes to a Street; on one Side, the Otp Lanpy’s 
Houfe; on the other Side, Goosecar’s, GoosECAP 
enters with the Oup Lapy. 


- Goofe. In fhort, this, madam, is my plan; 
Would you a hufband, I’m your man: 

You are not handfome, nor yet young, 

But ‘on that theme I hold my tongue ; 

And, if youtake me, you fhall find 

Vl prove a help-mate true and kind. 

O. Lady. Are you in earneft, Sir? 

Goofe. In troth. 

 O. Lady. Nay, Til believe, without your oath 5 
And, fince you make fo fair an offer, 

1 will not vainly flight the proffer : 
am not over young, tis true; 
And, let me fay, no more are you ; 
ty And, if 1 have no charms to fpare, 
Your beauty, Sir, is nothing rare. 

Goofe. Men’s years and features are no matter; 
And mine may pafs, or fome folks flatter. 

Say, will you have me, ay or no? 

O. Lady Twill, Sir; Ehave told you fo. 

Goofe. Then, madam, yield to my requeft; 
Yonder’s my houfe; few words are beft, 
When folks are fix’d in their defion. 
Come with me there to-day, and dine ; 
A bit of mutton, en famille, 

And afterwards we'll fign and feal. 


O. Lady. . 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THANANY, 9 


O. Lady. But, are you not too much in hafte? 

Goofe. Why fhould we time in courtfhip wafte ? 

O. Lady. Nay, as you pleafe; but then, 1 muft 
Step in, my head-drefs to adjuft. 

Goofe. [ll wait your coming, madam, here 3 
But let me lead you, pray. 

O. Lady, O déar ! 


You gentlemen are fo polite! 

- But, pray, no farther ftir 5 
You fhan’t, 1 vow; you fhame me quite ; 
Your humble fervant, Sir. 


But, Mifter Goofecap, -hark’e ; 
Pray, did I rightly mark you? 
To-morrow did you fay, 
Should be your wedding-day ? 
Well, let it if you wills 

In all that’s juft and right, ; 

You'll find me day and night, SATA Oa 
Your moft obedient ftill, ad 


Cc SCENE 


10 HE WOU'D IF HE COU?D; OR; 
s C E.N.E VIL 


Goosecap; Berry qnd SIMON enter behtnd-s and 
afterwards the OLD Lapy. ‘ 


Goofe. Well, after alls now, by this light, 
That which my neighbour fays is right: 
Gad, fhe’s a woman of good fenfe ; 
Virtuous, and not without the pence ; 
And as for beauty, ’tis a dream; 
All women foon become the fame. 
Betty. Here, Simon, we muft both ftand ready 4 
I faw him talking with my lady ; 
. But he’s as cunning as old nick, 
And I fufpect fome mummer’s trick. 
Simon. Let us go nearer. 
Betty. Hold! take heed! } 
Goofe. Beauty is but a dream, indeed ! 
And youth a flow’r that foon decays. 
Betty. He’s talking. 
Simon. Hark! 
Betty. What is’t he fays? 
Simon. Something; I ceuld not hear, could you? 
Betty. No; liften, and obferve your cue. 


Goofe. I never was half fo well pleas’d in my life. 
How came I before not to think of a wife? 
Odds rabbits and niggers, the more I reflec, 
It is the beft meafure, 
For profit and pleafure, 
I could have ae in every eed. 

Betty, And fo you fhall find in effect, 


Graf, 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY, 


Goofe. Miftrefs Betty fhall fee, 
‘And that to her forrow', 
By this time to-morrow, 
I can be as headftrong as fhe. 
Simon. Odds my life this is no mumming, 
~ Here’s the gentlewoman coming, 7 
Drefs’d as fine as fine can be. 
Betty. All bedizened, 
| Perfum’d, poifon’d ! 
ior Wa et @ fhe is a fine lady. 
O. Lady. My confufion is fo great, Sir 5 
I’m afraid I’ve made you wait, Sir. 
Goofe. Not at all, ma’am; 
Take the wall, ma’am, 
And oblige me with your hand. 
O. Lady. Sir, I’m all at your command. 
Betty. Hold, Sir, if you pleafe, permit me, 
In my office, to acquit me.. 
Fal, Jal, Jal, lal, lal, lal, loo. 
By your leave and ftand afide there ; 
Room for Mifter Goofecap’s bride there. 
O. Lady. Who are thefe? Do you know who? 
Goofe. Betty, I’ye a mind to beat you. 
A. 2. Both your fervants come to meet you. 
Betty. With low curtfies, ma’am, I greet you. 
Goofe. Get you gone, you devils, do. 
0. Lady. Mifter Goofecap, maid or wife, 
Never was I, in my life, | 
Treated with fo much il] manners. 
A, 2. Cupid, Hymen, {pread your banners. 
March before this happy pair. 
Love and beauty, | 
Tis our duty. 


HE WOU’D IF HE COU’D; OR, 
Ga Slut! Dog! Tell me how yous dare— 
O. Lady. Ufe this freedom, 

Goofe. Never heed them ; 
T’ll chaftife them, you may fwear, 
A. 2. Hufband rare! . 
Charming fair, 
Betty. Fa, ra, la, ra, Ta, ra, la. 
Simon. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
O. Lady. Don’t you fee me made their feorn?. 
Were your offers t? amufe me? 
_ Did you bring me to abufe me? 
Had | thought 
I was brought— 
Gosfe. Oh, that ever I was born! 
Stay, my lady, 
I am ready. 
©. Lady. Laugh’d at, banter’d ! ~ 
Gasfe. Is’t my fault? 
Simon. Matter yonder’s quite aftonifh’d. 
O. Lady. For that flut I'll have her ‘punith’ dy 
Laid in Bridewell as fhe ought. 
Betty. Fa, ral, Ja, ra, la, ra, la. | 
Simon. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
A. 4, Such a fcene, 
As this has been, 
Sure no mortal ever faw, 


End or rue First Act. 


AN.OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 1, 


A CO Loallio Rah ReMi Bw 1: 


A Hall in Goosecar’s Houfe. 


Goosecap enters, driving SIMON in before him, with 
his Cane. 


Simeon. Herp: help ! here, hold, Sir, gono further, 
Icod you'll make me cry out murder ; 
And if I do—— 
Goofe. What then? 
Simon. Why, then, 
You may repent. 
Goofe. Take that again ; 
A ftroke or two will never kill you, 
_ Simon. Once more, I fay, be ealy, will you ? 
‘What have I done? 
Goofe. You dog, you knave, 
What have you done! you ought to have 
Your ears cut off for your affurance ; 
And then at leaft a twelve-months durance. ° 
Simon. Why fo? 
Goofe. To laugh, and make your fport 
Of your fuperiors in fuch fort ; 
A lady too of wealth and fafhion ; 
But let me not give way to paffion ; 
Come, firrah, ftrip yourfelf with fpeed, 
And quit my houfe. 
Simon. I fhan’t, indeed. 
Goofe. No, inftantly, 1 fay, depart. 
Simon. Well, then, I will, with all my heart, 
But is not Betty to go too? 
(roofe. You jackanapes, ‘what's that to you? 


144, HE WOU1D IF HE COU’D; OB, 

However, let her too be gone; 

Two plagues I’m rid of, ’ftead of one. 

Doft hear; tell Betty fhe may go: 

It will be ten times better fo. 

But one thing ftill is to be fettled : 

I know my lady is high mettled; 

And her refentment, I’m afraid, 

Will not be eafily allayed : 

But what of that, though hard the tafk, 

When | forgivenefs humbly agp ae 4” 

Y se yes, fuccefs my mind prefages ; 
all Betty down, to take her wage 


A bear that has been long confin’ d, 
And hamper’d in a chain, 
If freedom he fhould gain, 
From his den comes out, 
Unmuzzles his {nout, , 
Opel 3 wide his j jaws, 
Extends his paws, 
With pleafure growls, 
And jumps and rolls, 
In ecftacy about. 


I am myfelf the bear ; 

Odds bobs I could tread in air 3 
Since liberty I’ve got, 

I could dance a nigadoon, 

Leap over the moon, 
And do, I know not what, 


we 


SCENE 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. or; 


Simon, BETTY. 


Betty, Is that my mafter there gone out ? 
Simons Your mafter ! here has been a rout. | 
Betty. Pooh, blockhead, never mind what he fays. 
Simon. Cod, Pve been almoft lick’d to pieces, 
For what we faid to that old cat 5 
And there’s {till worfer news than that; _ 
He has turn’d off both you and I: 
Fore George it aint a word o’ lie; 
He bid me tell you to get ready ; 
_And now he’s gone to feek my lady, 
To try to make it up with her ; 
I’m fad and ferious, never ftir. 
Betty. Simon, come hither. 
Simon. Here am I. - 
Betty. Some other method I rath try.i7 
Storming, I find, will fruitlefs be. 
Simon. Did miftrefs Betty fpeak to me? n 
Betty. 1 did. 
Simon. I thought fo; pray what is it? 
_ Betty. Mafter is gone again to vifit 
The withei’d beldame, o’er the way. 
| Simon. To kifs and friends, I heard ‘him fay : 
I warrant they’ll be here anon. 
_ Betty. Then, Simon, you and I'll be gone, 
Simon. Gone! Where? 
tty. From hence. 
Simon. Together, ch! 
Betty. Juft as you pleafe. 
Simon. As 1 pleafe? ° 


i6 HEWOU’D IF HE COU’D: OR, 
Betty. Nay, 
When folks are married there’s no harm. 
Simon. No, to be fure. 
Betty. Well, don’t alarm 
The family about it now. 
Simon. But tell me where, and when, aod how. 
Betty. Within this hour we’ll fettle all ; 
Only be ready, at my call, 
To come and claim your better half. 
Simon. Icod, I cannot chufe but laugh, 
To think how mad old Sir will be, 
To fee us wed, as well as he, 
At the fame church too, the fame day; - 
Shan’t us? 
Betty. Why, ay; perhaps we may, 


Sjmon* In the morning, what a dinging; 
With the parifh bells a ringing, 
And the rattling of the drums: 
‘Thet befure the mufic comes ; 
Fiddles, bafs, and fweet hautboy. 
All to wifh the bride-folks joy. 


But plague o’ your horn, 
*Tis not not to be borne; 
Oh, filence that ominous found : 
Play, inftruments play ; . 
Drums rattle away, 
And let it for ever be drown’d. 


SCENE 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 


($65 E No II. 


Betty, Goosecap. 


Goofe. So, miftrefs Betty, are you there? 
I really wonder how you dare 
Look in my face; have you forgot ? 
Say, were you mad, bewitch’d, or what, 
That you behav’d fo ill jut now? 
Anfwer me. 
Betty. Sir, I don’t Know how ; 
_ My filence may explain my terror ; 
J can but blufh, and own my error. 
Goofe. It really was a horrid fhame. 
Betty. No doubt, Sir, I was much to blame; 
But cannot you the caufe unriddle ? 
Goofe. What caufe ? 
Betty. Love, jealoufy. 
Goofe. A fiddle !. 
Betty. My condué& might be out of feafon ; 
But paffion quite o’erpower’d my reafon. 
Goofe. You fhould have kept it more confin’d ; 
Howe’er, her ladyfhip’s fo kind, 
She pard’ns the flights were thrown upon her; 
And, fhortly, I expectthe honour, 
To have her company within ; 
We quickly too fhall be ekfh ; 
The happy words, to have and hold, 
One flefh will make us. 
Betty. Sir, Vm told, 
You’re pleas’d that ] fhould go away. 
Gaofe. No, Betty, you are free to flay 


D 


¥7 


Till 


! 
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‘Till we are married. 

Betty. That’s enough. 

Goofe. She faints! here, take a pinch of {nuff : 
A glafs of water ! 

Betty. There’s no need. 
Your hand, Sir, pray. 

Goofe. She’s ill, indeed ; 
But, if fhe fees I’m touch’d, fhe’ll make 
Advantage of it. 

Betty. Thus, I take 
My laft farewell; a tear, a figh, 
You muft permit. 


Goofe. (Half crying.) Betty, good bye. 


Betty. 1 go to die, with grief o’erladen ; 
If you my grave fhould chance to fee, 
Look on’t, and fay, here lies a maiden, 
Who died, alas! for love of me. 


Tears force their way 3; forgive my fobbing ; 
I fcarce have power my words to fpeak ; 
If I ftay longer, fure, with throbbing, 
My heart will here before you break. 


Aha! old codger, is it fo? 

He fqueez’d my hand, the fign I] know; 
He ftill is faft within my pen. 

What filly animals are men ! 


SCENE 


‘ 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 


GoosecaP, Bstry, Otpb Lapy. 


O. Lady. Blefs me, what’s this! upon my word, 


Here are delightful doings t’ward | 
Lock’d hand in hand, and both in tears, 
A pair of tender parting dears : 
You faid you had difcharg’d that minx ; 
You might have done fo, Sir, methinks, 
Before you had perfuaded me. 
Govfe. Madam, the goes, as you fhall fee: 
Betty, about your bufinefs ftrait. 
Leave me, do’ft hear? 
O. Lady. You need not wait . 
For packing up your trinkums, child: 
We'll fend them after you. . 
Betty. (Ajide.) All’s fpoil’d ; 
My hopeful {cheme’s at once deftroyed 
By her intrufion. 
O. Lady. Wench, avoid 
Our prefence quickly. 
_ Goofe. Betty, do. 
Betty. Yes, Sir; but firft a eel with you, 
Goofe. With me ! 
O, Lady. Speak out then, 
. Betty. So IT meant: 
I only would afk your confent, 


19 


In duty bound.—— i ~ . 


O. Lady. For what? 
Goofe. Nay, tarry. 

Have patience ; my confent! 
Betty. To marry | 


so HE WOU’D IF HE COU’'D; OR, 
Goofe. Marry! it muft not be. 
O. Lady, Why not ? 
Goofe, Nay, not that I’m concern’d a jot: 
But who is the deluding cur? 
Betty. A footman, at your fervice, Sir. 
He’s in the kitchen; fhall I call him? 
Goofe. Lo, inftantly, that I may maul him ; 
But, Betty, I’m afham’d to think 
You fo below yourlelf fhould fink. 


Betty. Alas! in vain I try’d, Sir, 
To quench a flame fo tender ; 
So artfully he ply’d, Sir, 
I only bluth’d and figh’d, Sir, 
And languifh’d to furrender, 


A thoufand matchlefs graces, 

- His perfon are adorning, ' 

More beautiful his face is, 

. Than dawn of fummer’s morning, 


eCENE 


AN OLD FOOL WORSE THAN ANY. 1 


§°C2E..Ni Ew Ve 


Goosecap, Otp Lapy, and afterwards BETTY, 
introducing SIMON, 


_ Goofe. Who can this be fhe means to wed ? ° 
I think fhe loves him too hhe faid : 
The falfe ungrateful 
O. Lady. Tell me, Sir, 
What do you mean by all this ftir? 
Indeed, fo mov’d! 
Goofe. I will, I fwear, 
Come to the bottom of th’ affair. 
O. Lady. You think me then not worth an anfwer ¥ 
You are a very ill-bred man, Sir. 
Goofe. “Madam, excufe me, pray; I find 
Myfelf, juft now, difturb’d in mind. 
Hey-day ! What’s here? Who’s this I fee? 
Betty. My hufband, Sir, that is to be. 
How do you like him? 
Simon. Sir, I’m yours. 
Goafe. Mine, dog! This inftant out of doors } 
Betty, is he your choice? 
Betty. I hope, 
You find him worthy-———— 
Goofe. Of a rope ! 
Rafcal, I fay, let go her hand ! 
Simons For what ? 
O. Lady. I am able to command 
My rage no longer. . 
Goofe. Let her go. 
O. Lady. Sir, Mr. Goofecap, & you know 


How 
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How youre behaving to me here? 
Goofe. Betty! my life! my foul! my dear! 
Turn that young jackanapes away ; 
T’ll marry you. 
O. Lady. Hum! 
Betty. When? 
Goofe. To-day. 
Try, madam, to prevail upon her. 
O. Lady, 1! 
Betty. Will you tho’? 
Goofe. Upon my honour. 
Betty. Then, Simon, by your leave. 
Simon. Hey! how! , 
Are you falfe-hearted ? Where’s your wow ? 
: Betty. Gone, . 
Simon. Then, by Jove, I’ve well got fhut, 
Betty. But, here’s a wife. 
O. Lady. You faucy flut ! 
Pray, Mr. Goofecap, tell me this 5 
Are you refolv’d to wed her? 
Goofe. Yes “~, 
O. Lady, And is’t behaving as you ought? 
Goofe. Tis my misfortune, not my fault 5 
J cannot help it. 
Betty. Will you flay, 
And be a bride-maid ? 
Gosfe. Do, ma’am, pray. 
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O. Lady. You numpfcul, you ideot, you grey-headed afs, 
Who is fhe? who are you? who am I? do you know? 
At this time of day, men are come to that pafs, 
They’re vainer and fillier the older they grow. 
At your time of life, 
Is this a fit wife? 
To a dark room and ftraw, thou poor lunatic go. 
A word too in your ear, 
She’ll horn her deareft dear; 
She will, Sir, indeed, 
Believ’t as your creed : 
I can your fortune tell ; 
And to-morrow you'll fee 
A lawyer from me ; 
And fo, Sir, fare-you-well. 


' 
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'» GoosecaP,; Simon, BETTY, ~ 
Simon. And, Miftrefs Betty, now we’re cool, 
Is’t thus you ferve nes 
Goofe. Out you fool. 
Simon. Vil be reveng’d for’t, never ftir. 
Betty, Come, you mutt raife his wages, Sir.— 
A better miftrefs than a wife 
You'll find me, Simon. 
Goofe. Here, my life, 
Receive my hand, 
Betty. And take you mine. 
A. 2. Darts, flames, joy, ecftacy divine! 


Goofe. My heart’s a forge where Beauty’s fon, 
Young Cupid and his mam are; 
There his darts fhe moulds, 
And the anvil holds ; 
The little urchin beats them on, 
Ton, ton, ton, ton. 
Hatk ! don’t you hear his hammer ? 
Betty. We always find our parith clock 
' + To the fame motion fticking, 
So my heart’s to you 
In its motion true: 
Firft at my breaft you made it pincet 
‘Toc, toc, toc, toc: 
Hark! don’t you hear it clicking ? 
Goofe. My love! 
Betty, My dove! 
Goofe. My chicken. 
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Do you love me now? 
Reity, So well, I vow, 
Words are to weak to tell you how. 
Goofe. Good lack ! 
Betty. Vfack! , 
A. 2. What is it ails me? 
Somewhat aflails me, 
That thrills and diforders ; 
Tis pleafure that borders 
On pain, 
Yet I fwear by this kifs, 
And by this, and by this, 
I'd rather endure it, 
‘Than foften or cure it, 
And cherifh it while I complain. 
Goofe. Now I'll go buy the wedding-ring. 
A. 2. And then we'll love, and dance and fing, 
And frifk and play, 
Both night and day, 
Like any thing, 
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Goosecap, Betty, Stmon, Otp Lapy 


Betty. Blefs me, her ladyfhip comes back. 

Goofe. No matter, "tis fome new attack. 
Well, madam, your commands fpeak out. 

O. Lady. I hope I’m welcome. 

Betty, Without doubt. 

O: Lady. Ym reconcil’d to our mifcarriage, 
And came to laugh, Sir, at marriage. 

Geofe. Laugh, ma’am ! 

Betty. ’Tis neither fhame nor fin. 

O. Lady. No, no; and when you pleafe begin. 


Goofe. O mighty love, who can controul 
Thy influence o’er the human foul ; 
Thy power is felt from pole to pole, 
By victims great and many. 
You turn at will all people’s wits, 
And make them mad and fools by fits ; 
But {till where’er thy arrow hits, 
The old fool’s worfe than any. 


O. Lady, Love is, in youth, a pleafing fruit, 
» Does with the feafon aptly fuit ; 
And where its fertile branches fhoot, 
With health and joy we’re feafted: 
But love with age’will never chime, 
*Yis a tree bearing out of time, 
The fruit nor wholefome is nor prime, 
But fickens where ’tis tafted. 


Simone 
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Simon. In ancient fable we are told, 
A |cides of immortal mould, 
Did for a wench a diftaff hold, 
And gravely fat to fpinning. 
Think when the foo! a mafter plays, ' 
And weds his maid, although he ftrays, 
He is no worfe than Hercules ;\ 


And pray, Sirs, fpare your grinning. 


Betty. Folks may find fault with this and that, 
Say love with youth comes only pat, , 
That youthful pairs give tit for tat, 
And all goes fine and clever. 

That age fhould prudent be and cold 3 
But if men love not e’er they are old, 
Thus much to fay, I will be bold, 

' Tis better Jate than never. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


R. Foore’s Situation rendering it 
impoflible for him to perform the 

{maller Pieces of his own Writing as often 
‘as the Pusric would defire them, thought 
that a Sincinc Farce, though pretend- 
ing to no other Merit than that of good 
Music, would be more acceptable to his 
Avpirors than others. deftitute of that 
ORNAMENT, which had been often per- 


formed at the Winter THEATRES. 


The 


vie ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Dratocue of this Trifle is taken, 
with fome Alterations, from a Pray of 
Drypen’s: In that Part it is inoffenfive ; 
and the Sones, which have been feleéted 
with great Care, will, it is hoped, afford 


Entertainment, 


TasLe of the Soncs, with the Com- 
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Thofe marked thus * are compofed on purpofe for this 
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AAS Ole tL 

x * Ah, how fweet the rural fcene! Dibdin. 
2 Lord, my dear, why fuch ill nature? - Gallupi. 
3 Ceafe ye fountains, ceafetomurmur, | Cocchi. 
4 * Poor panting heart, ah! wilt thou ever Dibdia. 
s, For vengeance dire thou wretch prepare, Vinct. 
6 For all her art, Dibdin. 
7 Thus low for all your favours, Ciampi. 


8 The wretch condemn’d with life to part, Perez. 


ACT’ IL. 
9 Alas ! ’tis in vain, Penta. 
xo * InemblemI am like a cat, Dibdin. 
az * But pr’ythee fpare me, Dibdin. 
12 * Now, now, my faireft, let us goy Dibdin, 


33 Hence with anger, hence with chiding, Cocchi. 
Chorus, Duny. 
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The Cadi, .- - Mr. BANNISTER. 
Ferdinand, - - Mr. Du-BeLttamy. 


W OFM “EON 
Fatima, - = - Mrs. ARTHUR, 


Zorayda, -~ = - Mrs, JewEL. 
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ASE CuAeP fe [eve ie: 


A COT ola S20 ON Bly 


4 Garden belonging to theC ant’s houfe. On the curtain’s 
rifing the CAD appears, feated crofs-legg’d, in a fort 
of pavilion. Heis fmoking a long pipe. On either fide 
of him fit his wife Farima and his daughter ZLo- 
RAYDA, Some menand women flaves appear at werk in 
the garden. After the chorus the CAD1 and FATIMA 
rife, and are met by FERDINAND, who prefents a letter. 


CH OR U's: 


A H, how fweet the rural fcene ! 
Circled by thofe charming groves, 
Slavery its labour loves, 
- And the captive hugs his chain, 


Cadi. Come, Fatima, we'll rife and take a walk to= 
wards the houfe, honey-bird. You, daughter Zorayda, 
may ftay in the garden longer if you like it. 

Ferd. Now love and fortune affift me! (4neeling) 
Moft noble Cadi, your friend Uchali, admiral of the 
Dey’s gallies at Algiers, commands me thus to proftrate 
myfelf— 

Cadi, What are you, Chriftian ? 

Ferd. That letter will inform you. 

Fat. A good perfonable fellow. 

Cadi, (reading) ‘* The bearer, a Spaniard by birth, 
«« has been a flave of mine upwards of a year, during 
‘6s which time he has ee himfelf well; yefterday 

é 6% he 
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‘¢ he received money for his ranfom; and being now 
© free, only waits for a fhip to carry him to his own 
<¢ country: ’till an opportunity offers he defires to re- 
‘© main among your flaves, many of whom are his 
“Ss countrymen. You may venture to truft him ; and 
«¢ he will repay your kindnefs by difcharging any office 
in your family you think proper to appoint him.” 
Fat. Vike him prodigioufly. 
Cad. This letter is, indeed, from my friend Uchali. 
Well, Chriftian, I have no objection to your ftaying 
awhile among my flaves, if you will conduct yourfelf 
quietly, and be of ufe in my garden here. 
Ferd. 1 have been bred to gardening from my youth. 
Fat. Vil bring him into that arbour, where a rofe- 
tree and a myrtle are juft falling for want of a prop; if 
they were bound together they would help to keep one 
another up. 
Cadi. Come into the houfe, I fay; he does-not want 
your help. To work, firrah, if you’d ftay with me— 
Fat. Take this little alms to buy you tobacco. 


4 


n 


Lord, my dear, why fuch ill-nature ? 
Heaven and earth at once demand 

Pity for a wretched creature, 
Captive in a foreign land. 


Shall our mein of harfhnefs favour ? 
No, ’twas never your intent: 
Yet I hope my kind behaviour 
Will be conftrued as ’twas meant, 


SCENE 
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During the former Scene a black flave brings a bafket of 
fowers to ZonayDA, from which fhe culls a nofegay. 
Whenthe Cavt and Fatima go of, FERDINAND 
advances, but retires again, upon a motion from Zo-= 
RAYDA, who rifes afterwards, and comes forward, 


Ferd, They’re gone. Now might I venture to {peak 
to my dear Zorayda !—She makes figns to me with her 
hand tokeep back. I muftdo fo for a while, till her 
father has got at a greater diftance. 


Zor. Ceafe, ye fountains, ceafe to murmur; 
Leave, ye gentle gales, to blow ; 
Softly flowing, 
Gently blowing, 
Ye but wake my tender woe. 


Ferd» They are quite out of fight. ' 

Zor. Come near then, 

Ferd. My life! my angel ! 

Zor. Have a care. My father has been but three 
days here in the country. I perceive you have dif- 
pofed of the money I conveyed to you, in the manner I 
defired, to procure your ranfom. 

Fer. It is true. Owing to your bounty, I am at 
length a free man, and procured that letter from my 
former mafter, to be received among your father’s 
flaves ; which has anfwered to my wilh, and I now only 
wait for your farther commands. 

Zor. Tho’ this is the firft time of our {peaking to- 
gether, my letters have {ufficiently informed you who 
and what{ am. ‘You have not forgot the purport of 
my laft? 

Ferd. No, fweet creature, 


Br fer. 
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Zor. You know my defire is to become of your re- 
ligion, and to go with you from hence to Spain. What 
have you done about the diretions I gave you with 
regard to that ? 

Ferd. 1 have fpoken to a faft friend of mine, a rene~ 
gado, who has taken-care to prepare a veffel for our de- 
parture. To-morrow night the galley will come to the 
point, weft of your garden here, with a dozen Spaniards, 
all of them able-bodied rowers, and of approved fidelity. 

- Zor. To-morrow night? 

Ferd, The fooner we can put our defign in execution 
the better, left fome adverfe accident fhouid prevent us, 

Zor. Tis true:—ftay hereabouts, and prefently I 
will come down into the garden again and let you know 
whether I can be prepared againft to-morrow night, 
grnot. — Ke = 


Poor panting heart, ah! wilt thou ever 
Throb within my troubled breaft ? 
Shall I fee the moment never 
That is doom’d to give thee reft ? 


Cruel ftars, that thus torment me! 
Fortune fmooths her front in vain; 


Pleafure’s felf cannot content me, 
But is turn’d with me to pain, 


SCENE 


THE CAPTIVE. 5 


SCENE. Ii, 


FERDINAND, and then FATIMA in a veil, 


Ferd, If this be captivity, who would not be a cap- 
tive? What a lucky day was it forme when I was {fet 
to work upon my mafter’s terras in Algiers, where [ 
was feen from the windows of her father’s houfe by this 
charming infidel, who fingled me from the reft of my 
companions ! 

Fat. Thus far my love has carried me almoft with- 
out my knowledge—Yonder he is—Shall I proceed— 
Shall I difcover myfelf? . 

Ferd. (not feeing her) Oh, {weet Zorayda ! 
| Fat. What’s that he fays? 

Ferd, Where is my flute? I will fit down upon 
this ftump of a tree, and whiftle away the minutes till . 
fhe comes back. 

Fat. Zorayda! 

Ferd. What melancholy love-tune fhall I play now? 
(/its down and plays) 

Fat. Ican hold no longer. (flaps him upon the fhoulder) 

Ferd. My dear Zorayda!—fo foon returned ! 

Fat, Again!—What’s the meaning of this? Do 
you take me for the Cadi’s daughter ? (unveiling ) 

Ferd. By all that’s good, the naufeous wite ! 

fat. You are confounded. 

Ferd. Somewhat nonpluft, I confefs, to hear you 
deny your name fo pofitively. Why, are you not Zo- 
rayda, the Cadi’s daughter? Did not I fee you with 
him but juftnow? Nay, were you not fo charitable as 
to give me money? 

fat. But I am neither Zorayda, nor the Cadi’s 
daughter. 

Ferd. I know not that; butIam fure he is old 
enough to be your father. 

Fat. But once again—How came you to name 


Aorayda ? 
Ferd, 
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Ferd. Another miftake of mine; for afking one of 
your flaves, when I came into the garden, who were the 
chief Jadies about the houfe, he anfwered me Zorayda 
and Fatima; but fhe, it feems, is his daughter, (with 
a plague to her) and you are his beloved wife. 

Fat. Say your beloved miftrefs, if you pleafe, for 
that’s the title I defire. 

Ferd. Ay, but I have a qualm of confcience. 

Fat. Your con{cience was very quiet when you took 
me for Zorayda. 

Ferd. 1 mut be plain with you—-You are married 
to a reverend man, the head of your law. Go back to 
your chamber, madam ; go back. 

Fat. No, firrah ; but Pll teach you, to your coft, 
what vengeance is in ftore for refufing a lady who has 
offered you her love. 


For vengeance dire, thou wretch! prepare, 
Nought fhall my refentment flay 5 

Toa lion, to a bear, 

My nature turns, 

While my bofom burns 

To feize my deftin’d prey. 


Ob, objeto my foul how fweet ! 
To fee you grovling at my feet, 
While I no pity thew; 

To fpurn your tears, 

To mock your fears, 

And tread you to the fhades below. 


SCENE 
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FERDINAND, FATIMA, and afterwards the Cant. 


Ferd. What do you mean, madam? For Heaven’s 


fake, peace. 


Fat. Ungrateful wretch! WhatdoI mean! Help, 
help, hufband! my lord Cadi! I fhall be undone; the 
villain will be too ftrong for me. Help, for pity of a 
poor diftrefs’d creature. ; 

Ferd. Tien I have nothing but impudence to affift 
me. I muft drown the clamour, whate’er comes on it. 
(he takes out his flute and plays asloud as be poffibly can, 
and fhe continues crying out) 

, Cadi. What’s here! What’s here ! 
_ Fat. Oh, fweeteft! I’m glad you’re come; this 
Chriftian flave was going to be rude with me. 

Cadi. Ob, horrid! abominable! the villain — the 
monfter—take him away, flay and impale him, rid the 
world of fuch a viper. 

Ferd. Firft hear me, worthy fir. What have you 
feen to provoke you? . 

Cadi. [have heard the outcries of my wife, the bleat- 
ings of the poof innocent lamb, What have I feen, 
quotha! IfI fee the lamb lie expiring, and the wolf by 
her, is not that evidence fufficient of the murder ? 

Ferd, Pray think inreafon, Sir. Is a man to be put 
to death for a fimilitude? No violence has been com- 
mitted; none intended. The lamb’s alive; and, if [ 
durft tell you fo, no more a lamb than I am a wolf. 

Fat. How’s that, villain ! 

Ferd. Be patient, madam, and fpeak but truth, I'll 
do any thing to ferve you. 

Fat. Well. Hear him fpeak, hufband; perhaps 
he may fay fomething for himfelf I know not. 

Cadi. But did he mean no mifchief? Was he en- 
deavouring nothing? 

Fat. In my con{cience I begin to doubt he did no ¢t, 

Cadi. Then what meant all thofe outcries ? 


Fat. 
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Fat. I heard mufic in the garden, and I ftole foftly 
down, imagining it might be he. 

Cadi, How’s that! Imagining it might be he? 

Fat. Yes, to be fure, my lord. Am not I the mi- 
firefs of the family ; and is it not my place to fee good 
order kept in it? I thought he might have allured 
fome of the fhe flaves to him, and was refolved to prevent 
what might have been betwixt them 5 when on a fudden: 
he rufh'd out upon me, and caught me in his arms with 
fuch a fury 

Cadi. 1 have heard enough, away with him. 

Fat. Miftaking me, no doubt, for one of the flaves 
that work in the garden. With that, affrighted as I 
was, I difcovered myfelf, and cry’d aloud; but as foon 
as ever he knew me, the villain let me go; and, I muft 
needs fay, he ftarted back as if I-were a ferpent, and 
was more afraid of me than I of him. 

Cadi. O, thou ungrateful villain! Did’ft thou come 
to get footing in my family in order to corrupt it? 
That’s caufe enough of death. Once more, again, 
away with him. 

Fat. Well, but, love-—— 

Cadi. Speak not for him. 

Fat. 1 muft fpeak, and you hear me. 

Cadi, Away with him, I fay. 

Fat. What! for an intended trefpafs? No harm 
has been done, whatever may be. Then confider he 
does not belong to you, and is recommended by a friend 
you would not chufe to difoblige. 

Cadi, Why that’s true. 

Ferd, 1 fee the’ll bring me off if fhe can. 

Cadi. And are you fure, rafcal, you meant no harm ? 

Ferd. No harm, upon my reputation, no more 
than the child unborn. _ I was playing here by myfelf, 
(fuch is my foolifh cuftom) and took madam, as fhe 
fays, for one of the female flaves employ’d in your 
garden. 

Cadi, Well, firrah, to your kennel ; mortify your 
filefh, and confider in whofe family you are. 

Ferd. Yes, fir, Vl confider. 


Fate 
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Fat. And learn another time to treat the Cadi’s wife 
as fhe would have you. 
Cadi. What do you mean by that? 

Fat. What do I mean !—I’!] thew you what I mean 
—give the puppy a remembrancer. 
Cadi. Come, come,—enough. 

Fat. Do let me beat him a little, hufband. 
Cadi. No wife—no :— Get in before me— 
fat. Why fure ! 

Cadi. Get in I fay. 

Fat. I wont. 
Cadi. March. 
Fat. Well, [ willmarch ;—but if I am not revenged 

on you for this, you old tyrant, the Devil take me. 


Cadi. For all her art, 
I fee her heart ; 
She counterfeits too grofly : 
And, Lady fair, 
I fhall take care 
To watch your waters clofely. 


Vmufd to keep 
A rod in fieep; 
For long I’ve had fufpicion : 
And if I find 
She’s ill inclin’d, 
VI bring her to contrition. 
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FERDINAND and then ZORAYDA behind him. 


Zor. Chriftian where are you ? : 
Ferd. Tis her voice—I can’t be miftaken again. 
Zor. Ferdinand ! 
Ferd. Zorayda!——— 

Zor. Yes’tis I. , 

Ferd, Come nearer that I may be fure. 

Zor. There, there. 

Ferd. Do you know what has happened to me fince 
you went away ? 

Zor. Yes, yes, I know it all.—‘* Any thing to ferve 
you, Madam.”—Whofe words were thefe, Gentleman? 

Ferd. Come don’t make yourfelf worfe natur’d than 
you are.—To fave my life you would be content I 
fhould promife any thing. 

Zor. Yes, if | was fure you would perform nothing, 

Ferd, But is your mother-in-law fuch a virago ? o 

Zor. What do you think of her? 

Ferd, Hang me if I know what to think of her! but 
this l’m fure of, fhe had like to play the Devil with 
me. 

Zor. Well, I affure you thefe freaks are nothing with 
her.-—I pereeiv’d fhe took a fancy for you the moment 
‘ fhe faw you :—However,. beware of her.—You think 
that’s her’ face you fee; but ’tis only a dawb’d vizard: 
And for conftancy, I can tell you for your comfort, 
fhe would love till death—I mean till yours ;—for 
when fhe was tir’d of you, fhe would certainly difpatch 
‘you to another world, for fear of telling tales. 

Ferd. But why all this?—What’s Fatima to me?— 
You cannot imagine I would exchange a diamond for 
a pebble ftone. 

Zor No;—But I think you might like to have the 
diamond and the pebble itone too by way of variety. 

Ferd. 
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#erd. By this fair hand I {wear 

Zor. Well, come—What do you fwear? 

Ferd. To refift temptation, 

Zor. To avoid it is better. And fince you fay your 
friends and your fhip will be ready to-morrow night, 
to-morrow night I am determined to go off with you. 

Meet me here about ten o’clock.—lI’ll flip down 
from my chamber, and bring my father in my hand. 

Ferd. Your father ! 

Zor. 1 mean what he confiders as the better part of 
him,—his pearls and jewels,—his whole contents,—his 
heart and foul—as much as ever | can carry. 


Ferd. 1 fhall be gone this moment and inform my 
companionse 


Thus low for all your favours, 
Behold your fervant, bends ; 
Through life my beft endeavours 

Shall be to make amends. 
Though life’s too fhort to prove 
My truth, my gratitudeand love. 


Dear liberty poffefiing, 
Can man more happy be? 
But what endears the bleffing, 
Is that it comes from thee. 


Cra SCENE 


o TAEDA PO Tae 


§ Gi Ex NEw Vie 
ZORAYDA. 


Let me confider a little. Am not,I a mad wicked 
girl, going to forfake my father, and leave my country, 
torun into a ftrange one with a flave whofe freedom [ 
purchafe, and I firit faw, by accident, thro’ a window 
in my father’s houfe that look’d into the place where 
he work’d ?—Why, on maturely weighing the matter, 
not fo mad and wicked as IJ at firft appear. I have long 
hated both our Mahometan laws and religion in my 
heart, and I have no means to get rid of them both 
but by putting myfelf in the hands of a Chriftian.— 
This is a handfome man I am fure, and I will believe 
him an honeft one. 


The wretch condemn’d with life to part, 
Yet, yet on hope relies ; 

And the laft figh that rends his heart, 
Bids expectation rife. 


Hope, like the glimm’ ring taper light, 
Adorns and chears our way ; 

And {till, as darker grows the night, 
es a brighter ray. 


End oF THE FirksT Act. 
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ALGh ler leis, ©. babes. 


Scene changes to another View of the Garden by Moon- 
light, with a Balcony and Portico belonging to the 
Cani’s Haufe. 


FERDINAND enters leading ZORAYDA. 


Ferd. 1 have been waiting here I know not how 
long ! Why, thou fweet delicious creature, why 
torture me with thy delay? And art thou come at 
laft !——But where haft thou been? I was almoft 
in defpair. 

Zor. Don’t be angry; it was well I could come at 
all. There has been a flrange buftle this evening 
‘within. 

Ferd. As how ! What has been the matter ? 

Zor. Some caufe which my father has lately decided, 
and, to tell you the truth, I believe not with the 
tricteft attention to juftice; however, the party has 
carryed his complaint to the Dey, and he has been 
obliged to go to court about it; but he’s come back 
again, and I fancy the ftorm is pretty well blown 
over. 

Ferd. And what are we todo now? 

Zor. Why, what we havealready fchemed; but, as 
I had outftay’d the time appointed, I juft flipped down 
to fee if you had patience to keep to your pott. 

Ferd, Could you doubt it ? 

Zor. Is the galley ready ? 

Ferd, I’m but this moment come from it. It:Iies 
within a piftol fhot of us, juft without the little gate of 
your garden which leads to the fea. 


Zar. 
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Zor. Well, Vil run up again and bring down what 
J told you; in the mean time, do you take another 
look towards the galley, and prepare the men for our 
reception. 

Ferd. I have entrufted a countryman of mine, one 
of your father’s flaves, with our defign. I left him on 
the watch ; but I'll go myfelf. 

Zor. Heigho! 

Ferd. What’s the matter ! 

Zor. Something—I don’t know what. 

Ferd. Nay my love 

Zor. Let me lean upon your arm—It will away 
again— My courage is good for all this. 

Ferd. Zorayda ! 

Zor. Feel my heart. 

Ferd. Poor litile thing how it throbs ! 

Zor. Ob me! 


Alas! ’tis in vain my diftrefs to diflemble. 
1 with, yet, with fear, I my wifhes purfue; 
T fain would be gone, yet in going | tremble ; 
No ftay to fupport me, no pilot but you. 


At once, friends, and father, and country, forfaking, 
New faith, new companions, new climates to try 5 

Each ftep that I tread tender thoughts are awaking, 
And ftill Llook back, and withdraw with a figh. 


ere SCENE, 
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Da Ci NES Bite o iT 


The Cant alone ina Slave’s Habit like that of FeRps1- 
NAND’s, 


This it is to have a found head-piece.—I have mewed 
up my fufpeésed fpoufe in her chamber.—No more 
embaflies to that lufty young Chriftian. Next, by this 
habit of a flave, [have made myfelfas like him as I can. 
Now walking under the windows. of my Seraglio, if 
Fatima fhould look out, fhe will certainly fakes me for 
Ferdinand, and call to me, and by that I fhall know 
what concupi{cence is woiking in her. She cannot 
comedown to commit iniquity, there’s my fafety; but 
if fhe peep, if fhe put her nofe abroad, there’s demon- 
ftration of her pious will, and let me alone to work her 
for it. 


In emblem I am like a cat 

‘That’s watching for a moufe. 
Clofe by his hole behold her f{quat, 
While her heart goes pit-a-pat. 


If a {queaking fhe hears, 
She pricks up her ears, 
And when he appears, 
Leaps on him foufe. 


And fo will I do with my wife. 
Juft fo will I watch her, 

And fo if Icerch her, 

Vil worry her out of her life. 


SCENE 


16 THE “CHARP GI Vere 


re OSes Silo ARR ie feo Bb 


The Capt, ZoRAYDA running to him with the Cafket 
in her Hand. 

Zor. Now I can embrace you with a good con- 
{cicence. Here are the pearls and jewels—here’s my 
father. 

Cadi. 1 am indeed thy father; but how the Devil 
didft thou know me in this difguife!—and what pearls 
and jewels doft thou mean? 

Zor. What have I done } and what will now become 
of me! . 

Cadi. Ar’t thou mad, Zorayda? 

Zor. I think you will make me fo. 

Cadi. Why ?—-What have I done to you?—Recol- 
Jeét thyfelf, and fpeak fenfe to me. 

Zor. ‘Then give me leave to tell you, that you are 
the worft of fathers. 

Cadi. Did I think I had got fuch a monfter !—Pro- 
ceed, my dutiful child, proceed, proceed. 

Zor. You have been raking together a mafs of 
wealth, by indirect and wicked means. ‘The fpoils of 
orphans are in thefe jewels, and the tears of widows 
are in thefe pearls. 

Cadi. You amaze me ! 

Zor. I would do fo. This cafket is loaded with 
your fins. ’Tis the cargo of rapine and extortion, the 
iniquity of thirty years cadifhip converted into dia- 
monds. 
~ Cadi. Would fome rich railing rogue dare fay as 
much to me, that I might fqueeze his purfe for fcan- 
dal. 

Zor. Here, Sir, don’t think I’ll be the receiver of 
your thefts.—I difcharge my confcience of them. 
Here, take again your filthy mammon, and reftore it, 
you had beft, to the true owners. 


Cadi. 


T Hae y Ov A, Perel sy RB. Se ty, 


Cadt. 1 am finely documented by my own daughter, 

Zor. And a great credit to me to be fo. Do but 
think how decent a habit you have on, and how be- 
coming your function to be difgnifed like a flave, and ~ 
eves-dropping under the womens windows. 

Cadi. Pr’ythee, child, reproach me.no more of hu- 
man failings.—I! am better at bottom than thou thinkeft. 
—I 2m not the man you take me for. 

Zor. No, tomy forrow, Sir, you are not. 

Cadi. it was a very bad beginning ; tho’ methought 
to fee you come running upon me with fuch a warm 
embrace——- Pr’ythee, what was meaning of that vio- 
lent hot hug? 

Zor. Vm fure I meant nothing but the zeal and af- 
fection which | bear to the man in the world whom I 
Jove beit. 

Cadi. Why this isas it fhould be. —Take the treafure 
again—lIt will never be put into better hands. 


But, pr’ythee, {pare me, deareft daughter, 
If ought that’s paft my confcience ftings ; 
Down my old cheeks it forces water, 

To hear your cruel taunts and flings. 


You fhould confider, child, if I 
Have in my office grip’d too nigh, 
*T was to theend that you might have 
My wealth when I was in the grave. 
My failings then no longer prefs 5 
Weall have errors, more or lefs, 


D sCENE 
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Se CHE OIN SE WG 


The CAD1, ZoRAYDA, FERDINAND ina rich habit. 


Ferd. What do you mean, my dear, to ftand talking 
in this fufpicious place, juft under Fatima’s window ?— 
You are well met, comrade; I know you are the friend 
of our flight. 

Cadi. Ferdinand in difguife ! 
fmell a rat. : 

Ferd. And T another that outftinks it.—Falfe Zo- 
rayda! thus to betray me to your father, 

Gor. Alas! I was betrayed myfelf.—He was here in 
difguife like you ; and I, poor innocent, ran into his 
hands. 

Cadi. In good time you did fo.—I Jaid.a trap for a fhe 
fox; and worfe vermin has caught himfelf init. You 
would fain break loofe now, tho’ you left a limb behind 
you; but I ‘am yet in my territories, and in call of 
company, that’s my comfort. ‘ 

Ferd. Know I have a trick yet to put you paft your 
{queaking. 

Zor. What do you mean ?—You will not throttle 
him !—Contider he’s my father. 

Ferd. Prythee let us provide firft for our own fafety. 
-—If I do not confider him, he will confider us with a 
vengeance afterwards. . 

Zor. You may threaten him from crying out; but, 
for my fake, give him back a little cranny of his wind- 
pipe, and fome part of fpeech. 

Ferd. Not fomuch as one fingle interje@ion. Come 
away, father-in-law 5 this is no place for dialogues.— 
When you are upon the bench you talk by hours, and 
there no man mutt interrupt you.—This is but like for 
like, good father-in-law.—Now I am on the bench, 
"tis your turn to hold your tongue. (He frrugegles.) 
Nay, if you will be hanging back, 1 fhall take care 

bea Se 


Now I begin to 
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you fhall hang forwards. (Pulls him along the flage with 
a fword at bis reins.) 

Zor. “l’other way to the arbour with him, and make 
hafte before we are difcovered. 

Ferd. If I only bind and gag him there, he may 
commend me hereafter for civil ufage; he deferves not 
fo much favour for any aétion of his life. 

Zor. Yes pray bate him one for begetting your mi- 
ftrefs. 

Ferd. Once more, come along in filence my Pytha- 
gorian father-in-law. 

Zor. Oh! dear me!—dear me !—-I with it was well 
over All Pm afraid of is that my courage or 
ftrength will fail me. Well, is he fafe ? 

Ferd. Yes, yes——J have lodg’d him.—He_ won’t 
trouble-as within this half hour, 1 warrant you. 


Now, now, my faireft, let us go ; 
Fortune, Fate can frown no more? 
A gentle gale begins to blow 
To waft us to a fafer fhore. 


Let us the fav’ring minute feize, 
Give ali our canvas to the wind, 
Take with us freedom, love and eafe, 

And leave remorfe and pain behind. 


D 2 SCENE 
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Sd GINS. is aoe : 


ZOoRAYDA, FERDINAND, Fatima in the Balcony, 
who afterwards comes down. 


Fat. Oh! Heavens! what will become of us all !— 
Who’s in the garden! Ferdinand I fay ! Ferdi- 
nand !—Help—affiftance—the Dey’s officers are . in. 
the houfe breaking open the doors of the -wemens 
apartments. 

Ferd. Oh! that feriech-owl in the balcony !—We 
fhall be purfued immediately ! Which way fhall we 
take? 

Zor. She talks of the Emperor’s officers }—+—Te will 
be impoffible to efcape them, at leaft for me.—Here 
take thefe jewels—Ycu may get off. 

Ferd. And what will become of thee then, poor 
kind foul? ; 

Zor. 1 muft take my fortune. When you have 
got fafe into your own country, I hope you'will fome- 
time beftow a figh to the memory of her who lov’d 

ou. ; 

z Ferd. No, take back your jewels—It’s an empty 
cafket without thee.—Thou and it had been a bar- 
ain. 

° Zor. I hear them coming !—Shift for yourfelf at 
leaft. 

Ferd. No, confound me if I budge from you now. 

Fat. Who’s there ?—Zorayda ! Ferdinand ! 

Ferd. O are you there, Madam !—~You have ferrit- 
ted mez out. , 

Fat. Come, come, this is no time for follies of any 
kind. ‘The Cadi, her father, my hufband, is undone, 
and we fhall all be involved in his ruin. The court 
have had new informations of his extortion, and the 
wealth he has amafled by it. The laft circumftance is 
enouz) to condemn him, and an order is iffued to 
ftranzle him, and feize upon his effcéts. It is nota 

moment 
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moment fince the guards, thinking he was hid in my 
room, broke open the door where he had lock’d me 
up. ae : 
Ferd: Aod where are they now? 
Fat. I had the prefence of mind to tell them that 
the Cadi was at a houfe he has twelve miles off, where 
they are gone to look for him, by which means we have 
an hour or two’s refpite to look about us. 
Zor. Alas! what good can we derive from that ? 
Ferd. Hold! ttay here—By Heaven I have a thought; 
Fat. Dear Zorayda give me your hand; if there 
was ever any jealoufies between us, I hope they are 
now at an end. 


Fat. Hence with anger, hence with chiding 5 
From my breaft the caufe is gone. 

Zor. Ev’ry harfher thought fubfiding, 
Henceforth fhall our fouls be one. 


Fat. Females, mean and envious creatures, 
Seldom love for gen’rous ends : 

Zor. But let us, of nobler natures, 
Shew that women can be friends. 


A. 2. Come then, friendfhip, here unite us 
In thy foft, thy facred bands ; 
At thy fhrine, behold we offer 
Hearts conjoin’d as well as hands. 
Envy, vanity and malice 
Plague the bofoms where they reign: 
She, who would herfelf be happy, 
Ne’er will feek a fifter’s pain. 


SCENE 
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8 C BONE OVE 


ToRAYDA, FATIMA, FERDINAND, the Capt. 


Ferd. Come, Sir, come out.—I have told you your 
condition, and, if there is any thing to be done for 
you, you fee there’s no time to be loft. 

Cadi. O-dear !—O dear !—O dear ! 

Fat. Well, you know I always told you what would 
be the confequence of your bribery and corruption. I 
faid it would bring you to the mutes and the bow- 
ftring at laft. 

Cadi. What will become of me! 

Fat. Why you'll be ftrangled as foon as the officers 
come back. 

Cadi. Oh! that curfed ftrangling. I can’t bear 
the thoughts of it—No, good bye to you all.——I’Il 
go and drown myfelf. 

Ferd. Stop : fince you’re for taking to the water, I 
have a propofal to make to you. ‘The galley is now 
waiting in which your daughter and I defigned to make 
our efcape ; what fay you, will you accompany us ?— 
We have already got’ the chief part of your effe&ts, 
which I promife to fhare with you when we get to 
Spain. 

Zor. Do, dear father. 

Fat. Indeed, hufband, ’tis the only thing left for us. 

Cadi, Well, dear wife, give me a kifs then, 


With pleafure I this land forego : 
My fame will fure be mangled ; 
But what care I, let it be fo 
If I efcape being ftrangled. . 
Nay, pr’ythee, let’s make hafte away ; 
I really tremble while I ftay. 
Oh! dreadful thing ! 
In a bow ftring 
To have one’s neck intangled, 
Cho. Nay, pr’ythee, &e, 
Fat. 


Fat. 


Cho. 


Zor. 


Cho. 


Lerd. 


Cho. 
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Here, Sir, receive your willing wife; 
Aboard you need but hand me; 


From henceforth I am your’s for life, 


Confide in and command me. 

To ancient hufbands girls be good ; 
Remember jointer’d widowhood. 
That time may come, 

And then but mum ! 
He—hem—You underftand me, 
To ancient hufbands, &c. 


I have been naughty, I confefs; 
But now, you need not doubt it, 
I mean my conduct to redrefs, 
And ftraight will fet about it. 
Forgive me only, dear papa, 

I'll be obedient as mama, 
Contented itll, 

When I’ve my will, 

And who is pleas’d without it? 
Forgive me only, dear papa, &c. 


And now our fcenic tafk is done, 
‘This comes of courfe, you know, Sirs, 
We drop the mafk of every one, 

And ftand in /fatu quo, Sirs ; 

Your ancient friends and fervants we, 
Who humbly wait for your decree, 
One gracious {mile, 

To crown oug toil, 

And happy let us go, Sirs. 

Your ancient friends, “e. 
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